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A 


PREFATORY ESSAY 


ELEC. 


are contrived very frequently to inculcate ſuch 
tenets, as may exhibit the performance to the 
greateſt advantage. The fabric is very commonly 
raifed in the fir/? place, and the meaſures, by which 
we are to judge of its merit, are afterwards ad- 


] : is obſervable, that diſcourſes prefixed to poetry 


juſted. 


There have been few rules given us by the critic 
concerning the ſtructure of elegiac poetry; and far 
be it from the author of the following trifles, to dig- 
nity bis own opinions with that denomination. He 
would only intimate the great variety of ſubjeds, and 
the different * fyles in which the writers of elegy 
have hitherto indulged themſelves, and endeavour to 
thield the following ones by the latitude of their ex- 


ample. 
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If we conſider the etymology of the * word, the 
epithet which + Hokace gives it, or the confeſſion 
which t Ovid makes concerning it, I think we may 
conclude thus much however; that elegy, in its true 
and genuine acceptation, includes a tender and que- 
rulous idea: that it looks upon his as its peculiar 
characteriſtic, and ſo long as his is thoroughly ſuſ- 
tained, admits of a variety of ſubjeQs ; which by its 
manner of treating them, it renders its own, It 
throws its melancholy fle over pretty different ob- 
jects! which, like the dreſſes at a funeral proceſſion, 
gives them all a kind of folemn and uniform appear- 
ance. 

It is probable that elegies were written at fir/? up- 
on the death of intimate Friends and near relations ; 
celebrated beauties, or fawourite miſtreſſes ; beneficent 
governors and illuſtrious men : one may add perhaps, 
of all thoſe, who are placed by VIRGIL in the lau- 
rel-grove of his Elyſium. (Vide Huzp's Diſſerta— 


tion on Hokrace's Epiſtle) 
Quigue ſui memores alios fecere merendo. 


After theſe ſubjeQs were ſufficiently exhauſted, and the 
ſeverity of fate diſplayed in the moſt affecting inſtan- 
ces, the poets ſought occaſion to vary their complaints ; 
and the next tender ſpecies of forrow that preſented 
itfelf, was the grief of abſent or neglected lovers. 
And this indulgence might be indeed allowed them; 
but with his they were not contented. They had ob- 
tained a ſmall corner in the province of love, and they 
took advantage, from thence, to over-run the whole 
territory, They ſung its ſpoils, triumphs, ovations, 
and rejoicings 5, as well as the captivity and exequies 
that attended it. They gave the name of elegy to 


their pleaſantries as well as lamentations ; till at laſt, 
through 


egen, 6-particulam dolendi. 
+ Milerabiles elegos. 


Heu nimis ex vers nunc tibi nomen erit. 3 
O-'1D, de Morte Tibulli. 


Ovip. 


J Dicite Io Pzan, & 100 
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through their abundant fondneſs for the myrt/e, they 
forgot that the cyprus was their peculiar garland. 

In this it is probable they deviated from the original 
deſign of elegy ; and it ſhould ſeem, that any kind of 
ſubjects, treated in ſuch a manner as to diffuſe a plea- 
ſing melancholy, might far better deſerve the name, 
than the facetious mirth and libertine feſtivity of the 
ſucceſsful votaries of love. 

But not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may ſeem perhaps introduced to favour the following 
performance, it may not be improper to examine into 
the uſe and end of elegy. The moſt important end 
of all poetry is to encourage virtue. Epic and tra- 
gedy chiefly recommend the public virtues ; elegy is of 
a ſpecious which illuſtriates and endears the private. 
There is a truly virtuous pleaſure connected with many 
penſive contemplations, which it is the province and 
excellence of elegy to enforce. This, by preſenting 
ſuitable ideas, has diſcovered ſweets in melancholy 
which we could not find in mirth; and has led us 
with ſucceſs to the duſty urn, when we couid draw 
no pleaſure from the ſparkling bowl ; as paſtoral con- 
veys an idea of ſimplicity and innocence, it is in par- 
ticular the taſk and merit of elegy to ſhew the inno- 
cence and ſimplicity of rural life to advantage; and 
that, in a way diſtin from paſtoral, as much as the 
plain but juicious landlord may be imagined to ſur- 
paſs his tenant both in dignity and underſtanding. It 
ſhould alſo tend to elevate the more tranquil virtues 
of humility, r implicity, and innocence : 
but then there is a degree of elegance and refinement, 
no way inconſiſtent with theſe rural virtues ; and 
that raiſes e/egy above that merum rus, that unpsliſhed 
ruſticity, which has given our paſtoral writers their 
higheſt reputation. 

Wealth and ſplendor will never want their proper 
weight: the danger is, left they thould too much pre- 
ponderate. A kind of poetry therefore which throws 
its chief influence into the other ſcale, that magnihes 
the ſweets of liberty and independence, that endears 
tae honeſt eight of love and friendihip, that cele- 
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brates the glory of a good name after death, that ridi- 
cules the tutile arrogance of birth, that recommends 
the innocent amuſement of letters, and inſenſibly pre- 
pares the mind for that humanity it inculcates, ſuch 
a kind of poetry may chance to pleaſe ; and if it 
pleaſe, ſhould feem to be of ſervice. | | 

As to the ſyle of elegy, it may be well enough de- 
termined from what has gone before. It ſhould imi- 
tate the voice and language of grief; or if a meta- 
phor of dreſs be more agreeable, it ſhould be ſimple 
and diffuſe, and flowing as a mourner's veil. A ver- 
ſification therefore is deſirable, which, by indulging 
a free and unconſtrained expreſſion, may admit of that 
implicity which elegy requires. 

Heroic metre, with alternate rhime, ſeems well 
enough adapted to this ſpecies of poetry ; and, how- 
ever exceptionable upon other occaſions, its inconve- 
niencies appear to loſe their weight in ſborter elegies ; 
and its advantages ſeem to acquire an additional im- 
portance. The world has an admirable example of its 
beauty in a collection of elegies at long ſince pub- 
liſbed; the product of a gentleman of the moſt exact 
taſte, and whoſe untimely death merits all the tears 
that elegy can ſhed. 

It is not impoſſible that ſome may think this metre 
too lax and profaic ; others, that even a more diſſolute 
variety of numbers may have ſuperior advantages. 
And, in favour of thefe laſt, might be produced the 
example of MiLro in his Lycipas, together with 
one Or two recent and beautiful imitations of his ver- 
fifkcation in that monody. But this kind of argument, 
1 am apt to think, muſt prove te much; ſince the 
writers J have in view ſeem capable enough of recom- 
mending any metre they ſhall chuſe; though it muſt 
be owned alſo, that the choice they make of any, is 
at the ſame time the ſtrongeſt preſumption in its fa- 
vour. 

Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to compromiſe 
the diſpute. There is no one kind of metre that is 

diſtinguiſhed 


N. B. This preface was written near twenty Years ago, 


A Parrarory Essxy on E LEGY. 7 


diſtinguiſhed by rhimes, but is liable to ſome objec- 

tion or other. Heroic verſe, where every ſecond line 
is terminated by a rhime, (with which the judg- 
ment requires that the ſenſe ſhould in ſome meaſure 
alſo terminate) is apt to render the expreſſion either 
ſcanty or conſtrained. And this is ſometimes ob- 
ſerveable in the writings of a poet lately deceaſed ; 
though I believe no one ever threw ſo much ſenſe to- 
gether with ſo much eaſe into a couplet as Mr. Pore. 
But as an air of conſtraint too often accompanies this 
metre, it ſeems by no means proper for a writer of 
elepy. 
The previous rhime in MiLTox's Lycipas is 

very frequently placed at ſuch a diſtance from the 

following that it is often dropt by the memory (much 

better employed in attending to the ſentiment) be- 

fore it be brought to join its partner : and this ſeems 

to be the greateſt objection to t kind of verſifica- 

tion. But then the peculiar eaſe and variety it admits 

of, are no doubt ſufficient to overballance the ob- 

jection, and to give it the preference to any other, in 

an elegy of length. 

The chief exception to which f/anza of all kinds 
is liable, is, that it breaks the ſenſe too regularly, 
when it is continued through a long poem. And this 
may be perhaps the fault of Mr. WALLER's excellent 
panegyric. But if this fault be lels diſcernable in 
ſmaller compoſitions, as I ſuppoſe it 7s, I flatter my- 
ſelf, that the advantages I have before mentioned re- 
ſulting from alternate rhime (with which ſtanza is, 
I think, connected) may at leaſt in Horter elegies, be 
allowed to out-weigh its imperfections. 

J ſhall ſay but little of the different kinds of 
elegy. The melancholy of a lover is different, no 
doubt, from what we feel on other mixed occaſions. 
The mind in which love and grief, at once predo: 
minate, is ſoftened to an exceſs, Love elegy there- 
fore is more negligent of order and deſign, and, be- 
ing addreſſed chiefly to the ladies, requires little 
more than tenderneſs and perſpicuity. Elegies that 
are formed upon promiſcuous incidents, and addre ſſ- 


B 4 6&4 


* A Parxarony Ess AV on EL E G. 


ed to the world in general, inculcate ſome ſort of 
moral, and admit a different degree of reaſoning, 
thought, and order. 

The author of the following elegies entered on his 
ſubjects occaſionally, as particular incidents in life ſug- 
ge/ied, or diſpoſitions of mind recommended them to his 
choice. If he deſcribes a rural landſkip, or unfolds 
the train of ſentiments it inſpired, he fairly drew his 
picture from the ſpot; and felt very ſenſibly the af- 
fection he communicates. If he ſpeaks of his humble 
ſhed, his flocks and his fleeces, he does not counter- 
feit the ſcene; who having (whether through choice 
or neceſſity, is not material) retired betimes to coun» 
try ſolitudes, and ſought his happineſs in rural em- 
ployments, has a right to conſider himſelf as a real 
ſhepherd, The flocks, the meadows, and the grot- 
tos, are his own, and the embelliſhment of his farm 
his ſole amuſement. As the ſentiments therefore were 
inſpired by nature, and that in the earlier part of his 
life, he hopes they will retain a natural appearance 
diffuſing at leaſt ſome part of. that amuſement, which 
he freely acknowledges he received from the compo- 
fition of them. 

There will appear perhaps a real inconſiſtency in 
the moral tenour of the ſeveral elegies ; and the 
ſubſequent ones may ſometimes ſeem a recantation 
of the preceding. The reader will ſcarcely impute 
this to overſight ; but will allow, that men's opi— 
nions as well as tempers vary ; that neither public nor 
private, active nor ſpeculative life, are unexception- 
ably happy, and conſequently that any change of 
opinion concerning them may afford an additional 
beauty to poetry, as it gives us a more ſtriking repre- 
ſeniation of life. 

If the author has hazarded, throughout, the uſe 
of Engliſh or modern alluſions, he hopes it will not 
be imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the /eaft 
diſeſleem of the ancient learning. He has kept the 
ancient an and methed in his eye, though he builds 
his edifice with the materials of his own nation. In 
other words, through a fondneſs for his native coun- 


try, 
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try, he has made uſe of the flowers it produced, 
though, in order to exhibit them to the greater ad- 
vantage, he has endeavoured to weave his garland 
by the beſt model he could find : with what ſucceſs, 
beyond his own amuſement, muſt be left to judges 
leſs partial to him than either his acquaintance or his 
friends. —If any of theſe ſhould be ſo candid, as 
to approve the variety of ſubjects he has choſen, 
and the tenderneſs of ſentiment he has endeavoured 
to impreſs, he begs the metre alſo may not be too 
ſuddenly condemned. The public ear, habituated of 
late to a quicker meaſure, may perhaps confider 2515 
as heavy and languid ; but an objection of that kind 
may gradually loſe its force, it this meaſure ſhould 
be allowed to ſuit the nature of elegy. 

If it ſhould happen to be conſidered as an objec- 
tion with others, that there is too much of a moral 
caſt diffuſed through the whole; it is replied that 
he endeavoured to animate the poetry ſo far as not 
to render this objection too obvious; or to riſque cam 
cluding the faſhionable reader : at the ſame time ne- 
ver deviating from a fixed principle, that poetry 
without morality is but the %ſſem of a fruit-tree. 
Poetry is indeed like that ſpecies of plants, which 
may bear at once both fruits and bloſſoms, and the 
tree is by no means in perfection without the former, 
however it may be embelliſhed by the flowers whicn 
ſurround it. 
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He arrives at his retirement in the country, and take; te- 
caſion to expatiate in praiſe of ſimplicity. To a friend. 


O R rural virtues, and for native ſkies, 
bade AucusTa's venal ſons farewel ; 
Now, mid the trees, I ſee my ſmoke ariſe ; 
Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 


O may that genius, which ſecures my reſt, 
Preſerve this villa for a friend that's dear ! 

Ne'er may my vintage glad the ſordid breaſt: 
Ne'er tinge the Lip that dares be unſincere ! 


Far from theſe paths, ye faithleſs friends, depart! 
Fly my plain board, abhor my hoſtile name! 
Hence ! the faint verſe that flows not from the heart, 
But mourns in labour'd ſtrains, the price of _ 
ov 
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O lov'd ſimplicity! be thine the prize ! 
Aſſiduous art correct her page in vain! 

His be the palm who, guiltleſs of diſguiſe, 
Contemns the pow'r, the dull reſource to feigh ! 


Still may the mourner, laviſh of his tears 
For lucre's venal meed, invite my ſcorn! 
Still may the bard diſſembling doubts and fears, 
For praiſe, for flatt'ry ſighing, ſigh forlorn! 


Soft as the line of love-ſick Hammond flows, 
"Twas his fond heart effus'd the melting theme ; 
Ah! never could Aon1a's hill diſcloſe, 
So fair a fountain, or ſo lov'd a ſtream. 


Ye loveleſs bards! intent with artful pains 

To form a ſigh, or to contrive a tear ! 
Forego your Pindus, and on — plains 

Survey CAMILLA's charms, and grow ſincere. 


But thou, my friend! while in thy youthful ſoul 
Love's gentle tyrant ſcats his awſul thivnc, 
Write from thy boſom—let not art controul 
The ready pen, that makes his edits known, 


Pleaſing when youth is long expir'd, to trace 
The forms our pencil, or our pen deſign'd ! 

« Such was our youthful air and ſhape and face! 
« Such the ſoft image of our youthful mind!“ 


Soft whilſt we ſleep beneath the rural bow'rs, 
The loves and graces ſteal unſeen away ; 

And where the turt diffus'd its pomp of flow'rs, 
We wake to wint'ry ſcenes of chill decay ! 


Curſe the ſad fortune that detains thy fair; 

Praiſe the ſoft hours that gave thee to her arms; 
Paint thy proud ſcorn of ev'ry vulgar care, 

When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 


Where with Oznonwe thou haſt worn the day, 
Near fount or ſtream, in meditation, rove ; 
If in the grove Otxons lov'd to ſtray, 
'The faithful muſe ſhall meet thee in the 447 D 
E 
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On poſthumous reputation, To a friend. 


GRIEF of griefs! that envy's frantio ire 
() Should rob the living virtue of its praiſe ! 


O fooliſh muſes! that with zeal aſpire 
Jo deck the cold inſenſate ſhrine with bays! 


When the free ſpirit quits her humble frame, 
To tread the ſkies with radiant garlands crown'd, 


Say, will ſhe hear the diſtant voice of fame? 


Or hearing, fancy ſweetneſs in the found ? 


Perhaps ev'n genius pours a flighted lay; 


perhaps ev'n friendſhip ſheds a fruitleſs tear; 
Ev'n LyrTLETOV but vainly trims the bay, 
And fondly graces Hammon's mournful bier. 


Tho' weeping virgins haunt his favour'd urn, 
Renew their chaplets, and repeat their ſighs; 

Tho', near his tomb, Sabzan odours burn, . 
The loit'ring fragrance will it reach the ſkies ? 


Ko ſhou'd his DELIA votive wreaths prepare, 


Dei might place the votive wreaths in vain : 
Yet the dear hope of DELIA's future care 


Once crown'd his pleaſures and diſpell'd his pain. 


Ye5—the fair project of ſurviving praiſe. 

Can ev'ry ſenſe of preſent joys excel: 

For this, great HaDRIAx choſe laborious days; 
Thro' this, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 


Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric raiſe, 
To life's precarious date confine their care ? 


O teach them you, to ſpread the ſacred baſe, 


To plan a work, thro' lateſt ages fait! 
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Is it ſmall tranſport, as with curious eye 
You trace the ſtory of each Attic ſage, 

'To think your blooming praiſe ſhall time defy ? 
Shall waft like odours thro' the pleaſing page? 


To mark the day, when, thro' the bulky tome, 
Around your name the varying ſtyle refines ? 
And readers call their loſt attention home, 
Led by that index where true genius ſhines? 


Ah let not Barros doubt their ſocial aim, 
Whoſe ardent boſoms catch this ancient fire ! 
Cold mtereſt melts before the vivid flame, 
And patriot ardours, but with life, expire ! 


— — 


EL r m 
On the untimely death of a certain learned acquaintance. 


F proud Pyomar.nox quit his cumbrous frame, 
Funereal pomp the ſcanty tear ſupplies ; 
Whilſt heralds loud with venal voice proclaim 
Lo! here the brave and the puiſſant lies. 


When humbler ALcow leaves his drooping friends. 


£ 


Pageant nor plume diſtinguith ALcon's bier; 
The faithful muſe with votive ſong attends, 
And blots the mourntul numbers with a tear, 


He little knew the fly penurious art; 

That odious art which fortune's fav'rites know 
Form'd to beſtow, he felt the warmeſt heart, 

But envious fate forbade him to beſtow. 


He little knew to ward the ſecret wound; 
He little knew that mortals cou'd enſnare ; 
Virtue he knew; the nobleſt joy he found. 
To ſing her glories, and to paiot her fair! 
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Ill was he ſkill'd to guide his wand' ring ſheep ; 
An unforeſeen diſaſter thin'd his fold; 

Yet, at another's loſs, the ſwain would weep ; 
And, for his friend, his very crook were ſold, 


Ye ſons of wealth! protect the muſe's train; 
From winds prote& them, and with food ſupply ; 
Ah ! helpleſs they, to ward the threaten'd pain! 
The meagre famine, and the wint'ry ſky! 


e lov'd a nymph: amidſt his flender ſtore, 

He dar'd to love; and CyxTa1a was his theme; 
He breath'd bis plaints along the rocky ſhore, 

They only echo'd o'er the winding ſtream. 


Wis Nymph was fair; the ſweeteſt bud that blows, 
Revives lets lovely from the recent ſhow'r; 
©0 PHILOMEL enamour'd eyes the role ; 
ce, Sweet bird, enamour'd of the ſweeteſt flow'r! 


He lov'd the muſe ; ſhe taught him to complain ; 
He faw his tim'rous loves on her depend; 

He lov'd the muſe, altho” ſhe taught in vain ; 
He lov'd the muſe, for ſhe was virtue's friend. 


She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 
Of vice's brothel, forth to virtue's fane. 


He wiſh'd for wealth, for much he wiſh'd to give; 
He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain; 
Piteous of woes, and hopeleſs to relieve, 
The penſive proſpeR ſadden'd all his ſtrain. 


T faw him faint! I ſaw him fink to reſt, 
Like one ordain'd to ſwell the vulgar throng ; 
As tho' the virtues had not warm'd his breaſt, 


As tho' the mules not inſpir'd his tongue. 


I ſaw 
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F ſaw his bier ignobly croſs the plain; 
Saw peaſant hands the pious rites ſupply : 


The generous ruſtics mourn'd the friendly ſwain, 


But pow'r and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry! 


Such Alco fell ; in meagre want forlorn ! 


Where were ye then ye powerful patrons, where? 


Wou'd ye the purple ſhou'd your limbs adorn, 
Go waſh the conſcious blemiſh with a tear. 


E. L. . 8. r W. 


OrnELlia's urn. To Mr. G 


HR O' the dim veil of ev'ning's duſky ſhade, 
Near ſome lone fane, or yew's funeral green, 


W hat dreary forms has magic fear ſurvey'd! 
What ſhrouded ſpectres ſuperſtition ſeen! 


But you ſecure ſhall pour your ſad complaint, 


Nor dread the meagre phantom's wan array; 


What none but fear's officious hand can paint, 
What none, but ſuperltition's eye, ſurvey. 


The glimm'ring twilight and the doubtful dawn 


Shall ſee your ſtep to theſe ſad ſcenes return: 
Conſtant, as cryital dews impearl the lawn 


Shall SrRETHON's tear bedew OreKwtELta's urn! 


Sure nought unhallow'd ſhall preſume to ſtray 


Where ſleeps the reliques of that virtuous maid: 


Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way, 
Where ſoft OyRELIA's dear remains are laid. 


Haply thy muſe, as with unceaſing ſighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd, 
May: fee light groups of pleaſing viſions riſe ; 
And phantoms glide, but of celeſtial kind. 


Then 
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Then fame, her clarion pendent at her fide, 


Shall ſeek forgiveneſs of OrneLia's ſhade ; 
« Why has ſuch worth, without diſtinQtion, dy'd, 
Why, like the deſert's lily, bloom'd to fade?” 


Then young ſimplicity, averſe to feign, 
Shall unmoleſted breathe her ſofteſt figh : 
And candour with unwonted warmth complain, 
And innocence indulge a wailful cry. 


Then elegance with coy judicious hand, 
Shall cull freſh flow'rets for OruELIA's tomb: 
And beauty chide the fates' ſevere command, 
That ſhew'd the frailty of ſo fair a bloom! 


And fancy then with wild ungovern'd woe, 
Shall her lov'd pupil's native taſte explain: 
For mournful ſable all her hues forego, 
And aſk ſweet ſolace of the muſe in vain! 


Ah gentle forms expect no fond relief; 
Too much the ſacred nine their loſs deplore : 
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end to grief— 
Your beſt, your brighteſt fav'rite is no more. 


. 


He compares the turbulence of love with the tranquillity 
of friendſhips, To MeL1ssa his friend, 


R O M love, from angry love's inclement reign 
| paſs a while to friendſhip's equal ſkies ; 
Thou, gen'rous maid, reliev'ſt my partial pain, 
And chear'ſt the victim of another's eyes. 


Tis thou, MerL1ssa, thou deſerv'ſt my care: 
How can my will and reaſon diſagree? 
How can my paſſion live beneath deſpair ! 
How can my boſom ſigh for aught but thee :? 
Au 
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Ah dear Mertss ! pleas'd with thee to rove, 
My ſoul has yet ſurviv'd its drearieſt time ; 
Ill can I bear the various clime of love! 
Love is a pleaſing, but a various clime! 


So ſmiles immortal Maro's fav'rite ſhore, 
PARTHENOPE With ev'ry verdure crown'd! 
When ſtraight Vesuv1o's horrid cauldrons roar, 
And the dry vapour hlaſts the regions round. 


Oh bliſsful regions! oh unrival'd plains ! 
When Masao to theſe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms! and oh accurſt domains! 
When Plivr, mid ſulphureous clouds, expir'd! 


So ſmiles the ſurface of the treacherous main, 
As o'er its waves the peaceful halcyons play; 
When ſoon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 

And ſky and oeean mingle in the fray. 


But let or air contend, or ocean rave; 
Ev'n hope ſubſide amid the billows toſt; 
Hope, ſtill emergent, ſtill contemns the wave, 
And not a feature's wonted ſmile is loſt, 


C 
To a lady on the language of birds, 


OME then, Dio, let us range the grove, 
The ſcience of the feather'd choirs explore; 
Hear linnets argue, larks deſcant of love, 
And blame the gloom of ſolitude no more, 


My doubt ſubſides—'tis no Italian ſong, 
Nor: ſenſeleſs ditty, cheats the vernal tree: 

Ah who that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 
Shall doubt that muſic may with ſenſe agree? 


And 


34 


1 290 


And come, my muſe! that lov'ſt the ſilvan ſhade ; 
Evolve the mazes, and the miſt diſpel: 

Tranſlate the ſong; convince my doubting maid, 
No ſolemn derviſe can explain ſo well.— 


Penſive beneath the twilight ſhades I ſate, 
The ſlave of hopeleſs vows, and cold diſdain ! 
When PriLomerL addreſs'd his mournful mate, 
And thus I conftru'd the mellifluent ſtrain. 


«« Sing on my bird=the liquid notes prolong, 
At ev'ry note a lover ſheds his tear; 

Sing on, my bird ——'tis Damon hears thy ſong; 
Nor doubt to gain applauſe, when lovers hear, 


He the ſad ſource of our complaining knows ; 
A foe to Textvs, and to lawleſs love! 

He mourns the ſtory of our ancient woes! 
Ah ! could our mufic his complaints remove ! 


Yon” plains are govern'd by a peerleſs maid ; 

And fee, pale CynTH1a mounts the vaulted ſky, 
A train of lovers court the chequer'd ſhade ; 

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate's reply. 


Ere while no ſhepherd to theſe woods retir'd ; 
No lover bleſt the glow-worm's pallid ray ; 
But ill-ſtarr'd birds, that liſt' ning not admir'd, 

Or liſt'ning envy'd our ſuperior lay. 


Chear'd by the ſun, the vaſſals of his pow'r, 
Let ſuch by day unite their jarring ſtrains! 
Put let us chuſe the calm, the filent hour, 
Nor want fit audience while DioxE reigns.“ 
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He deſcribes his Viſion to an acquaintance. 
Cetera per terras omnes animalia, &C. VIAG. 


\ N diftant heaths, beneath autumnal ſkies, 
Penſive I ſaw the circling ſhades deſcend ; 
Weary and faint I heard the ſtorm ariſe, 
While the ſun vaniſh'd like a faithleſs friend. 


No kind companion led my ſteps aright ; 
No friendly planet lent its glimm'ring ray; 
Ev'n the lone cot refus'd its wonted light, 
Where toil in peaceful ſlumber clos'd the day. 


Then the dull bell had giv'n a pleaſing ſound ; 
The village cur *twere tranſport then to hear; 
In dreadful filence all was huſh'd around, 
While the rude ſtorm alone diſtreſs'd mine ear, 


As led by OxwerL's winding banks I ſtray'd, 
Where tow'ring WoLsey breath'd his native air; 
A ſudden luſtre chas'd the flitting ſhade, 
The ſounding winds were huſh'd, and all was fair. 


Inftant a grateful form appear'd confeſt 

White were his locks with awful ſcarlet crown'd, 
And livelier far than Tyriap ſeem'd his veſt, 

That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 


„Stranger, he ſaid, amid this pealing rain, 
Benighted, loneſome, whither wou'dſt thou ſtray ? 

Does wealth or pow'r thy weary ſtep conſtrain ? 
Reveal thy wiſh, and let me point the way. 


For know I trod the trophy'd paths of pow'r; 
Felt ev*ry joy that fair ambition brings; 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bow'r, 
To ſtand beneath the canopies of kings. 


I bade 
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bade low hinds the tow'ring ardour ſhare ; 
Nor meanly roſe, to bleſs myſelf alone: 
I ſnatch'd the ſhepherd from his fleecy care, 
And bade his wholeſome diQate guard the throne. 


Low at my feet the ſuppliant peer I ſaw; 
I ſaw proud empires my deciſion wait; 
My will was duty, and my word was law, 
My ſmile was tranſport, and my frown was fate.” 


Ah me! faid I, nor pow'r I ſeek, nor gain; 
Nor urg'd by hope of fame theſe tofls endure; 
A ſimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 
And, from his friend's condolance, hopes a cure. 


He, the dear youth, to whoſe abodes I roam, 
Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend; 
Yet for his ſake I leave my diſtant home, 

Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend. 


Beneath that home I ſcorn the wintry wind; 

The ſpring, to ſhade me, robes her faireſt tree; 
And if a friend my graſs-grown threſhold find, 

O how my lonely cot reſounds with glee! 


Yet, tho' averſe to gold in heaps amaſs'd, 
T] wiſh to blets, I languiſh to beſtow ; 

And tho' no friend to fame's obſtreperous blaſt, 
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 


Too proud with ſervile tone to deign addreſs ; 
To mean to think that honours are, my due, 
Yet ſhou'd ſome patron yield my ſtores to bleſs, 

I ſure ſhou'd deem my boundleſs thanks were few. ' 


But tell me, thou! that, like a meteor's fire, 
Shot'ſt blazing forth; diſdaining dull degrees 

Shou'd Ito wealth, to fame, to pow'r aſpire, 

Mult I not paſs more rugged paths than theſe ? 
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Muſt I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praiſe him I ſcorn, and him I love betiay * 
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falſehood's treacherous foot beſet the way? 


Say ſhou'd I paſs thro' favour's crowded gate, 
Muſt not fair truth inglorious wait behind? 

Whilſt I approach the glitt'ring ſcenes of ſtate, 
My beſt companion no admittance find ? 


Nurs'd in the ſhades by freedom's lenient care, 
Shall I the rigid ſway of fortune own ? 

Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare 
To ſpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 


And when proud fortune's ebbing tide recedes, 
And when it leaves me no unſhaken friend, 

Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 
Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend ? 


Oh! if theſe ills the price of pow'r advance, 
Check not my ſpeed where ſocial joys invite! 

The troubled vifion caſt a mournful glance, 
And ſighing vaniſh'd in the ſhades of night. 


C 


He deſcribes his early love of poetry, and its conſequences. 
To Mr. G—. * 1745. 


H me! what envious magic thins my fold? 
What mutter'd ſpell retards their late increaſe ? 
Such leſsning fleeces muſt the ſwain behold, 
That e'er with Doric pipe eſſays to pleaſe. 


I ſaw my friends in ev'ning circles meet; 
I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay ; 
I heard them ſay my vocal reed was ſweet; 
Ah fool! to credit what I heard them ſay! 


N. B. Written after the death of Mr, Pork. 
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Ill-fated bard! that ſeeks his (kill to ſhow, 
Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear! 

Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful ſtep, has more to fear. 


Nor cou'd my G miſtake 'the critic's laws, 
Till pious friendſhip mark'd the pleaſing way 

Welcome ſuch error! ever bleſt the cauſe! 

Ev'n tho' it led me boundleſs leagues altray ! 


Couldſt thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame 
On liſt'ning CRERWELL's ofier banks reclin'd ? 
While foe to tortune, unſeduc'd by fame, 
I ſooth'd the bias of a careleſs mind. 


Youth's gentle kindred, health and love were met; 
What tho' in ALwa's guardian arms I play'd ? 

Hou ſhall the muſe thoſe vacant hours forget ? 

Or deem that bliſs by ſolid cares repaid ? 


Thou know'ft how tranſport thrills the tender breaſt, 
Where love and fancy fix their op'ning reign ; 
How nature ſhines in livelier colours dreſt, 
To bleſs their union, and to grace their train, 


So firſt when Puros met the Cyprian queen, 

And favour'd Ryopes beheld their paſſion crown'd 
Unuſual flow'rs enrich'd the painted green; 

And ſwift ſpontaneous roles bluſh'd around. 


Now ſadly lorn, from Twitnam's widow'd bow'r, 
The drooping muſes take their caſual way; 

And where they ſtop, a flood of tears they pour ; 
And where they weep, no more the fields are gay. 


Where is the dappled pink, the ſprightly roſe ? 
The cowilip's golden cup no more I ſec : 
Dark and diſcolour'd ev'ry flow'r that blows, 


To form the garland, Elegy! for thee ! 
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Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead; 
Ah might we now the pious rage controul ! 

Huſh'd be my grief ere ev'ry ſmile be fled, 
Ere the deep ſwelling ſigh ſubvert the ſoul { 


If near ſome trophy ſpring a ſtripling bay, 
Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage riſe; 

But ſoon too deep it works its baneful way, 
And, low on earth, the poſtrate “ ruin lies. 


r 
He deſcribes his diſintereſtedneſi to a friend, 


NE'ER muſt tinge my lip with Celtic wines; 
The pomp of Iv DIA muſt I ne'er diſplay ; 
Nor boaſt the produce of Peruvian mines, 
Nor, with Italian ſounds, deceive the day. 


Down yonder brook my cryſtal bev'rage flows ; 
My grateful ſheep their annual fleeces bring ; 
Fair in my garden buds the damaſk roſe, 
And, from my grove, I hear the throſtle ſing. 


My fellow-ſwains ! avert your dazzled eyes; 
In vain allur'd by glitt'ring ſpoils they rove ; 


The fates ne'er meant them for the ſhepherd's prize, 


Yet gave them ample recompence, in love. 


They gave you vigour from your parent's veins ; 
They gave you toils, but toils your ſinews brace ; 
They gave you nymphs, that own their amorous 


pains, 
And ſhades, the refuge of the gentle race. 


„ Alludes to what is reported of the bay - tree, that if it is 
planted toe near the walls of an edifice, its roots will work 


their way underneath, till they deſtroy the foundation. 
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To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 
See ! poliſh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind! 
T'o ſing ſoft carols to your lovely dames, 
Sce vocal grotts, and echoing vales ailign'd ! 


Wou'dft thou, my STRRPHON, love's delighted ſlave! 
Tho” ſure the wreaths of chivalry to ſhare, 
Forego the ribbon thy MaTiLDa gave? 
And giving, bade thee in remembrance wear, 


II fare my peace, but ev'ry idle toy, 

If to my mind my Der.1a's form it brings, 
Has truer worth, imparts ſincerer joy, 

Than all that bears the radiant ſtamp of kings. 


O my ſoul weeps, my breaſt with anguiſh bleeds, 
When love deplores the tyrant pow'r of gain! 
Diſdaining riches as the futile weeds, 
I riſe ſuperior, and the rich diſdain. 


Oft from the ſtream, ſlow wandering down the glade, 
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; 

« Some miſer weds, 1 cry, the captive maid, 
And ſome fond lover ſickens at the found.” 


Not SoMERVILLE, the muſe's friend of old, 
'Tho' now exalted to yon ambient ſky, 
So ſhun'd a foul diſtain'd with earth and gold, 
So lov'd the pure, the generous breail, as l. 
Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bol, 
His loves, his friendſhips, ev'n himſelf reſigns ; 
Perverts the ſacred inſtinct of his ſoul, 
And to a ducat's dirty ſphere confines. 


But come, my friend, with taſte, with ſcience bleſt, 
Fre age impair me, and ere gold allure; 

Reſtore thy dear idea to my breaſt, 
The rich depoſit hall the ſhrine ſecure 
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Let others toil to gun the ſordid ore, 
The charms of independence let us ling ; 


Bleſt with thy friendſhip, can I wiſh for more? 
Il ſpurn the boatted wealth of * Ly»14a's'king. 


—— — — 


E LEG YA. 


J fortune, ſuggeſting his mative for repining at hey 
diſpenſations, 


SK not the cauſe, why this rebellious tongue 
Loads with freſh curſes thy deteſted ſway ; 
Aſk not, thus branded in my ſofteſt ſong, 
Why ſtands the flatter'd name, which all obey ? 


Tis not, that in my ſhed I lurk forlorn, 
Nor ſee my roof on Parian columns riſe; 

'i hat, on this breaſt no mimic ſtar is borne, 
Rever'd, ah! more than thoſe that light the ſkies. 


Tis not, that on my turf ſupinely laid, 
I ſing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze; 
And, all inglorious, in the loneſome ſhade, 
My finger ſtiffens, and my voice decays. 


Not, that my fancy mourns thy ſtern command, 
When many an embrio dome is loſt in air; 

While guardian prudence checks my eager hand, 
And, ere the turf is broken, cries, «* Forbear. 


« Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold; 
„Nor let yon riſing column more aſpire; 

„ Ah! better dwell in ruins, than behold 
« Thy fortunes mould'ring, and thy dome's entire, 


_«« Hownor1o built, but dar'd my laws defy ; 
He planted, ſcornful of my ſage commands; 
The peach's vernal bud regal'd his eye; 
The fruitage ripen'd for more frugal hands. : 
ee 
* Creius, 


er 


Id; 


ire. 


See 


(83-1 


See the ſmall ftream that pours its murm'ring tude 
O'er ſome rough rock that wou'd 1is wealth difplay, 
Diſplays it aught but penury and pride? 
Ah! conſtrue wiſely what ſuch murmurs ſay. 


How wou'd ſome flood, with ampler treaſures bleſt, 
Diſdainful view the ſcantling drops ditti]! 

How muſt “ Ver ino ſhake his reedy creſt! 
How ev'ry cygnet mock the boaſtive rill! 


Fortune, I yield! and fee, I give the ſign; 
At noon the poor mechanic wanders home ; 

ColleQs the ſquare, the level, and the line, 
And, with retorted eye, forſakes the dome 


Yes, I can patient view the ſhadeleſs plains , 
Can unrepining leave the riſing wall; 

Check the fond love of art that fir'd my veins, 
And my warm hopes, in full purſuit, recall. 


Deſcend, ye ſtorms! deſtroy my riſing pile; 
Loos'd be the whirlwind's unremitting ſway ; 
Contented I, altho' the gazer ſmile 
To ſee it ſcarce ſurvive a winter's day. 


Let ſome dull dotard baſk in thy gay ſhrine, 
As in the fun regales his wanton herd; 
Guiltleſs of envy, why ſhould I repine, 
That his rude voice, his grating reed's prefer'd ? 


Let him exult, with boundleſs wealth ſupply'd, 
Mine and the ſwain's reluctant homage ſhare; 

But ah! his tawdry ſhepherdeſs's pride, 

Gods! muſt my DerLia, muſt my DeLta bear? 


Muſt DRLIA's ſoftneſs, elegance, and eaſe 
Submit to MaRIAx's dreſs? to Martan's gold? 
Muſt Max1an's robe from diſtant Inpta pleaſe? 
The ſimple fleece my Der1a's limbs unfold? 
C2 . 8f Yet 
A tixer in lx, that falls an hundred yards perpendicu!z: 


[8:0 


Yet ſure on DEL1a ſeems the ruſſet fair; 

** Ye glitt ring daughters of diſguiſe adieu!“ 
Jo talk the wite, who judge of ſhape and air, 

But will the rural thane decide fo true. 


Ah! what is native worth eſteem'd of clowns ? 
"Tis thy falſe glare, O fortune! thine they lee: 

'1'is for my DeEL1a's fake I dread thy frowns, 
And my lat gaſp ſhall curſes breathe on thee. 
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Re complains how ſoon the pleaſing novelty of life is over. 


, 


H me, my friend! it will not, will not laſt! 
This fairy ſcene, that cheatz our youthful 
eyes! 
The charm diſſolves; th' aerial muſic's paſt ; 
The banquet ceaſes, and the viſion flies. 


Where are the ſplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the ſpacious dome ? 
Vaniſh'd the coſtly pearls, the crimſon plumes, 
And we, delightleſs, left to wander home! 


Vain now are books, the ſage's wiſdom vain! 
What has the world to bribe our ſteps aitray ? 
Fre reaſon learns by ſtudy'd laws to reign, 
The weaken'd paſſions, felt ſubdu'd, obey. 


Scarce has the ſun ſev'n annual courſes roll'd, 
Scarce ſhev/n the whole that fortune can ſupply ; 
Since, not the miſei ſo careis'd his gold, 
As I, for what it gave, was heard to ſigh. 


On the world's ſtage I wiſh'd ſome ſprightly part; 
To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace; 
'Twas life, *twas taſte, and—oh my foolith heart! 


Subſtantial joy was fix'd in pow'r and place, 
And 
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And you, ye works of art! allur'd mine eye, 
The breathing picture, and the living ſtone : 


„Tho gold, tho' ſplendour, heav'n and fate deny, 
«« Yet might I call one Titan ſtroke my own! 


Smit with the charms of fame,Fwhoſe lovely ſpoil, 
The wreath, the garland, fire the poet's pride, 

Itrimm'd my lamp, conſum'd the midnight oil— 
But ſoon the paths of health and fame divide! 


Ras 
Oft too I pray'd, 'twas nature form'd the pray'r, 
To grace my native ſcenes, my rural home ; 
EA To ſee my trees expreſs their planter's care, 
g And gay, on Attic models, raiſe my dome. 
But now tis o'er, the dear deluſion's o'er! 
* A ſtagnant breezeleſs air becalms my ſou! ; 


A fond aſpiring candidate no. more, 
I ſcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 


O youth! enchanting ſtage, profuſely bleſt ! 
Bliſs ev'n obtruſive courts the frolic mind; 
5 Of health neglectful, yet by health careſt ; 
Careleſs of favour, yet ſecure to find. 


Then glows the breaſt, as op' ning roſes fair; 
More free, more vivid than the linnet's wing; 

Honeſt as light, tranſparent een as air, 
Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring. 


Not all the force of manhood's active might, 
Not all the craft to ſubtle age aflign'd, 

Not ſcience ſhall extort that dear delight, 
Which gay deluſion gave the tender mind. 


Adieu ſoft raptures! tranſports void of care! 
Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu ! 

And you, her daughters, pining with deſpair, 
Why, why ſo ſoon her fleeting ſteps purſue! 
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"Tedious again to curſe the drizling day! 
Again to trace the wint'ry tracts of ſnow! 
Or, ſooth'd by vernal airs, again ſurvey 
The ſelf- ſame hawthorns bud, and cowſlips blow! 


O life! how ſoon of ev'ry bliſs forlorn! 95 
We ſtart falſe joys, and urge the devious race: 

A tender prey; that chears our youthful morn, 
Then finks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 7 
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His recantation. 


O more the muſe obtrudes her thin diſguiſe; 
No more with aukward fallacy complains, 
How ev*ry fervour from my boſom flies, 
And reaſon in her loneſome palace reigns. 


Ere the chill winter of our days arrive, 

No more ſhe paints the breaſt from paſſion free; 
feel, I feel one loitering with ſurvive— 

Ah need I, FLor1o, name that wiſh to thee ? 


The ſtar of Venus uſhers in the day, 
The firſt, the lovelieſt of the train that ſhine! 
The ftar of Venus lends her brighteſt ray, 
When other ſtars their friendly beams reſign. 


Still in my breaſt one ſoft deſire remains, 

Pure as that ſtar, from guilt, from int'reſt free, 
Has gentle DEeL1a trip'd acroſs the plains, 

And need I, FLok1o, name that wiſh to thee. 


While, cloy'd to find the ſcenes of life the ſame, 

I tune with careleſs hand my languid lays ; 
Some ſecret impulſe wakes my former flame, 

And fires my ſtrain with hopes of brighter days. 


I ſlept 


)w ! 
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I Nept not long beneath yon rural bow'rs ; 
And lo! my crook with flow'rs adorn d I fee. 

Has gentle De1.1a bound my crook with flow'rs, 
And need I, Frog, name my hopes to tlice ? 


E LE G-Y--AHI. 


7% a friend, on ſome ſlight cccaſion eſtranged from him, 


Ealru to my friend, and many a chearſel day 
Around his ſeat may peaceful ſhades abide! 

Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with ſmiles, away, 
And, 'till they crown our union, gently glide. 


Ah me! too ſwiftly fleets our vernal bloom! 
Lott to our wonted friendſhip, loſt to joy! 
Soon may thy breaſt the cordial with reſume, 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deſtroy, 


Say, were it our's, by fortune's wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone; 
Wou'dſt thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand? 
Wou'dtt thou with fcorn thy once lov'd friend 
diſown ? 


Life is that ſtranger land, that alien clime : 
Shall kindred fouls forego their ſocial claim? 
[.2unch'd in the vaſt abyſs of ſpace and time, 
Shall dark ſufpicion quench the gen'rous flame? 


'\Iyriads of ſouls, that knew one parent mold, 
dee ſally ſever'd by the laws of chance! 
Myriads, in time's perennial liſt enroll'd, 
Forbid by fate to change one tranſient glance! 


But we have met—where ills of every form, 
Where paſſions rage, and hurricanes defcend : 
Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, aſſiſt the ftorm ? 
And guide them to the boſom—of a friend? 
C 4 Yes, 
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Yes, we have met—thro' rapine, fraud, and wrong 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore! 

Why leave thy friend amid the boiſt'rous throng, 
Ere death divide us, and we part no more ? 


For oh! pale ſickneſs warms thy friends away! 
For me no more the vernal roſes bloom! 

I ſee ſtern fate his ebon wand diſplay ; 
And point the wither'd regions of the tomb. 


Then the keen anguiſh from thine eye ſhall ſtart, 
Sad as thou follow'ſt my untimely bier; 

Fool that | was—if friends ſo ſoon muſt part, 
+ To let ſuſpicion intermix a fear.” 
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Declining an invitation to wiſit foreign countries, he 


takes occaſion to intimate the advantages of his own. 
To Lord TewmpLE. 
* others loſt to friendſhip, loſt to love, 


Waſte their beſt minutes on a foreign ſtrand, 
Be mine, with Britiſh nymph or ſwain to rove, 
And court the genius of my native land, 


Deluded youth! that quits theſe verdant plains, 
Jo catch the follies of an alien ſoil! 

To win the vice his genuine ſoul diſdains, 
Return exultant, and import the ſpoil! 


In vain he boaſts of his deteſted prize; 

No more it blooms to Britiſh climes convey'd, 
Cramp'd by the impulſe of ungenial ſkies, 

See its freſh vigour, in a moment, fade! 
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Th' exotic folly knows its native elime; 
An aukward ſtranger, if we waft it o'er ; 
Why then theſe toils, this coſtly waſte of time, 
To ſpread foft poiſon on our happy ſhore ? 


I covet not the pride of foreign looms ; 
In ſearch of foreign modes I ſcorn to rove 

Nor, for the worthleſs bird of brighter plumes, 
Wou'd change the meaneſt warbler of my grove. 


No diſtant clime ſhall ſervile airs impart, 
Or form theſe limbs with pliant eale to play ; 
Trembling I view the Gavr.'s illuſive art, 
That ſteals my lov'd ruſticity away. 


"Tis long ſince freedom fled the Heſperian clime ; 
Her citron groves, her flow'r-embroider'd ſhore ; 
She ſaw the Britiſh oak aſpire ſublime, 
And ſoft Camyania's olive charms no more, 


Let partial ſuns mature the weſtern mine, 
To ſhed its luſtre o'er th' Iberian maid ; 
Mien, beauty, ſhape, O native ſoil, are thine; 
Thy peerleſs daughters aſk no foreign aid, 


J.et * CeyLon's envy'd plant perfume the ſeas, 
Till torn to ſeaſon the Batavian bowl; 

Ours is the breaſt whoſe genuine ardours pleaſe, 
Not need a drug to meliorate the foul, 


Let the proud Soldan wound th' Arcadian groves, 
Or with rude lips th' Aonian fount profane; 
The mute no more by flow'ry La bo roves, 
She ſeeks her IxomsoN on the Britiſh plain. 


Tell not of realms by ruthleſs war diſmay'd 
As taplefs 7-1)ms that war's oppreſſion feel! 
in vain may AusTR1a boait her Noric blade, 
It AusTx1a bleed beneath her boaſted ſteel. 
C 5 Beneath 
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Beneath her palm Io uus vents her moan ; 
Raptur'd ſhe once beheld its friendly ſhade! 

And hoary Mements boaſts her tombs alone, 
The mournful types of mighty pow'r decay d. 


No creſcent here diſplays its baneful horns ; 
No turban'd hoſt the voice of truth reproves ; 
Learning's free ſource the ſage's breaſt adorns, 
And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves, 


Boait, favour'd Mep1a, boaſt thy flow'ry ſores ; 
Thy thouſand hues by chymic ſuns refin'd ; 
Tis not the dreſs or mien my ſoul adores, 

"Tis the rich beauties of BaiTanx1a's mind. 


While “ GxenwvirLte's breaſt cou'd virtue s ſtore 
afford, 
What envy'd flota bore ſo fair a freight? 
The mine compar'd in vain its latent hoard, 
The gem its luſtre, and the gold is weight. 


Thee, GxenvirLle, thee with calmeſt courag: 


fraught, 
Thee the lov'd image of thy native ſhore ! 
Thee by the virtues arm'd, the graces taught, 
When ſhall we ceaſe to boaſt, or to deplore ? 


Preſumptuous war, which could thy life deſtroy, 
What ſhall it now in recompence decree ? 
While friends that merit every earthly joy, 
Feel every anguiſh ; feel—the loſs of thee! 


Bid me no more a ſervile realm compare, 
No more the muſe of partial praiſe arraign ; 
Br1TANNIA fees no foreign breaſt fo fair, 
And if ſhe glory, glories not in vain. 


r 


* Written about the time of captain GRENVILLE's dea“ 
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In memory of a * private family in WokcksrER“ͥ 
SHIRE, 


ROM a lone tow'r with rev'rend ivy crown'd, 
The pealing bell awak'd a tender figh ; 
Still, as the village caught the waving ſound, 
A ſwelling tear diſtream'd from ev'ry eye. 


So droop'd, I ween, each BRITOox's breaſt of old, 
When the dull curtew ſpoke their freedom fled ; 
For ſighing as the mournful accent roll'd, 
Our hope, they cry'd, our kind ſupport, 1s dead. 


was good PaLEmon—ncar a ſhaded pool, 
A groupe of ſhading elms umbrageous roſe ; 

The flocking rooks, by inſtinQ's native rule, 
his peaceſul ſcene for their aſylum choſe. 


A few ſmall ſpires, to Gothic fancy fair, 

Amid the ſhades emerging, ſtruck the view; 
"I was here his youth reſpir'd its earlieſt air; 

"I was here his age breath'd out its laſt adieu. 


One favour'd fon engag'd his tendereſt care; 
One pious youth his whole affection crown'd: 


In his young breaſt the virtues ſprung ſo fair, 


Such charms diſplay d, ſuch ſweets diſfus'd around 


But whilſt gay tranſport in his face appears, 
A noxious vapour clogs the poifon'd. {ky ; 
Baits the fair crop—the fire is drown'd in tcarr, 
And, ſcarce ſurviving, ſees his Cynitiio die! 


Oer 


The penns of HARDOHOU CH; a place whoſe name in the 
SAXON language alludes to an arm. And there is a tradition 
that there was a battle foucht on the Down: atl}vining. between 
. Prien and the Rowan, 
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O'er the pale corſe we ſaw him gently bend ; 
Heart-chill'd with grief my thread, he cry'd, ; 
ſpun! 
« Tf heav'n had meant I ſhou'd my life extend, 
Heav'n had preſerv'd my life's ſupport, my fon. 


Snatch'd in thy prime! alas the ſtroke were mild, 
Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree ! 

Bleſt were my lot, O CynTHio! O my child! 
Had heav'n fo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee.” 


Five ſleepleſs nights he ſtem'd this tide of woes; 
Five irkſome ſuns he ſaw, thro' tears, forlorn 

On his pale corſe the ſixth ſad morning role ; 
From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne. 


Twas on thoſe “ downs, by Roman hoſts annoy'd, 
Fought our bold fathers; ruſtic, unrefin'd! 

Freedom's plain ſons, in martial cares employ'd ! 
They ting'd their bodies, but unmaſk'd their mind. 


"I'was there, in happier times, this virtuous race, 
Of milder merit, fix'd their calm retreat ; 

War's deadly crimſon had forſook the place, 
And freedom fondly lov'd the choſen feat. 


No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil breaſt, 
To (well with empty founds a ſpotleſs name; 
It folt'ring ſkies, the ſun, the ſhow'r were bleſt, 
Their bounty ſpread ; their fields extent the ſame 


'Theſe fields, profuſe of raiment, food, and fire, 
They ſcorn'd to leſſen, careleſs to extend; 
Bade luxury, to laviſh courts alpire, 
And avarice to city breaſts deſcend. 


None, to a virgin's mind, prefer'd her dow'r ; 
To hre with vicious hopes a modeſt heir: 
The tire, in place of titles, wealth, or pow'r, 
\ign'd him virtue; and his lot was fair, 


The; 
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They ſpoke of fortune, as ſome doubtful dame, 
That ſway'd the natives of a diſtant ſphere ; 

From lucre's vagrant ſons had learnt her fame, 
But never wiſh'd to place her banners here, 


Here youth's free ſpirit, innocently gay, 
Enjoy'd the moſt that innocence can give; 

Thoſe wholeſome ſweets, that border virtue's way, 
'T hole cooling fruits, that we may taſte and live, 


Their board no ſtrange ambiguous viand bore ; 
From their own ſtreams their choicer fare they 
drew, 
To lure the ſcaly glutton to the ſhore, 
The ſole deceit their artleis boſom knew! 


Sincere themſelves, ah too ſccare to find 
The common boſom, like their own, ſincere ! 


"Tis their own guilt alarms the jealous mind; 


Tis her own poiſon bids the viper fear. 


Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fane, 
Their ſuppliant buſts implore the reader's pray'r; 

Ah gentle ſouls ! enjoy your bliſsful reign, _ 
And let trail mortals claim your guardian care. 


For ſure, to bliſsful realms the ſouls are flown, 
That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenſur'd, ſtrove ; 

The friends of ſcience! muſic, all their own; 
Muſic, the voice of virtue and of love! 


The journeying peaſant, thro' the ſecret ſhade, 
Heard their ſoft lyres engage his liſt'ning ear; 

And haply deem'd ſome courteous angel play'd ; 
No angel play'd—but might with tranſport hear. 


For theſe the ſounds that chaſe unholy ſtrife ! 
Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releaſe ! 

Raiſe him to ſpurn the radiant ills of life; 
Jo pity pomp, to be content with peace. | 

Fare- 
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Farewel, pure ſpirits! vain the praiſe we give, 
The praiſe you fought from lips angelic flows; 

Farewel! the virtues which deſerve to live, 
Deſerve an ampler bliſs than life beſtows. 


Laſt of his race, PaLeMoNn, now no more, 
The modeſt merit of his line diſplay'd ; 

Then picus Hovcn Vicoxia's mitre wore—s 
Soft ſleep the duſt of each deſerving ſhade, 


— 
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He ſuggeſts the advantages of birth to a perſon of me- 
rit, and the folly of a ſuperciliouſneſs that is built 
upon that ſole foundation. | 


\ \ FT HEN genius grac'd with lineal ſplendor glows, 
When title ſhines, with ambient virtues 
crown'd, 
Like ſome fair almond's flow'ry pomp it ſhews ; 
'The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 


Then learn, ye fair! to ſoften ſplendor's ray; 
Endure the ſwain, the youth of low degree; 

Let meekneſs join'd its temperate beam diſplay; 
Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 


Pity the ſandal'd ſwain, the ſhepherd's boy; 
He. ſighs to brighten a neglected name. 

Foe to the dull applauſe of vulgar joy, 
He mourns his lot; he wiſhes, merits fame. 


In vain to groves and pathleſs vales we fly ; 
Ambition there the bow'ry haunt invades : 
Fame's aweful rays fatigue the courtier's eye, 
But gleam {till lovely thro' the chequer'd ſhades, 


Vainly, to guard from love's unequal chain, 
14s fortune rear'd us in the rural grove; 

Should s eyes illume the Cctart plain, 
Ev'n I may wonder, and ev'n 1 muſt lose. 
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Nor unregarded ſighs the lowly hird; 

Tho' you contemn, the Gods treſpect his voy, 
Vindictive rage awaits the ſcornful mind, 

And vengeance, too ſevere! the Gods allow. 


On SazxuM's plain I met a wand'ring fair; 
The look of ſorrow, lovely ſtill the bore: 
{Looſe flow'd the ſoft redundance of her hair, 
And, on her brow, a flow'ry wreath {he wore 


Oſt ſtooping as ſhe ſtray'd, ſhe cull'd the pride 


Of ev'ry plain; ſhe pillag'd ev'ry grove ! 
The fading chaplet daily ſhe ſupply'd, 
And ſtill her hand ſome various garland wove. 


Erroneous fancy ſhap'd her wild attire; 


From BETHLEM's walls the poor lymphatic ſtray'd , 


Seem'd with her air her accent to conſpire, 
When, as wild fancy taught her, thus ſhe ſaid, 


« Hear me, dear youth! oh hear an hapleſs maid, 
Sprung from the ſcepter'd line of ancient kings 

Scorn'd by the world, I aſk thy tender aid; 
Thy gentle voice ſhall whiſper kinder things, 


The world is frantic—fly the race profane 

Nor I, nor you, ſhall its compaſſion move; 
Come friendly let us wander and complain, 

And tell me, ſhepherd! haſt thou feen my love? 


My love is young — but other loves are young; 
And other loves are fair, and fo is mine; 
An air divine diſcloſes whence he ſprung ; 
He is my love, who boaſts that air divine. 


No vulgar Damon robs me of my reſt, 


IaxTHe liftens to no vulgar vow ; 
A prince, from gods deſcended, fires her breatt ; 
A brilliant crown diſtinguithes his brow 


Wat. 
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What, ſhall I ſtain the glories of my race? 


More clear, more lovely bright than Hesvr x': 


beam? 
The porc'lain pure with vulgar dirt debaſe? 
Or mix with puddle the pellucid ſtream ? 


See thro' theſe veins the ſapphire current ſhine ! 
Twas Jove's own nectar gave th' etherial hue: 

Can bale plebeian forms contend with mine! 
Diſplay the lovely white, or match the blue ?; 


The painter ſtrove to trace its azure ray 
He chang'd his colours, and in vain he ſtrove, 
He frown'd—I ſmiling view'd the faint eſſay; 
Poor youth! he little knew it flow'd from Jovx 


Pitying his toil, the wond'rous truth I told; 
How am'rous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair; 
How thro” the race the generous current roll'd, 

Ard mocks the poet's art, and painter's care. 


Yes, from the gods, from earlieſt Saturn, ſprung 
Our ſacred race; thro' demigods, convey'd; 
And he, ally'd to PRoEBUs, ever young, 
My god like boy, muſt wed their duteous maid. 


Oft, when a mortal vow profanes my ear, 
My fire's dread fury murmurs thro' the ſky; 
And ſhould I yield his inſtant rage appears, 
He darts th' uplifted vengeance—and I die. 


Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll! 
Have you not feen more horrid lightenings glare 
"Twas then a vulgar love enſnar'd my foul ; 
"I was then I hardly ſcap'd the fatal tnare. 


'T was then a peaſant pour'd his amorous vow, 
All as 1 liſten'd io hi. vulgar ſtrain;— 
Yet ſuch his beauty—wou'd my birth allow, | 

Dear were the youth, and bliſsful were the plain. 
But 
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But oh ! I faint! why waſtes my vernal bloom 
In fruitleſs ſearches ever doom'd to rove ? 
My nightly dreams the toilſome path reſume, 

And I ſhall die—before I find my love. 


When laſt I ſlept, methought, my raviſh'd eye, 
On diſtant heaths his radiant form ſurvey'd ; 

Tho' night's thick clouds encompaſs'd all the ſky, 
The gems that bound his brow, diſpell'd the ſhade. 


O how this boſom kindled at the fight? 
Led by their beams [I urg'd the pleafing chace ; 
Till on a ſudden, theſe with-held their light — 
All, all things envy the ſublime embrace, 


But now no more—behind the diſtant grove, 
Wanders my deſtin'd youth, and chides my ſtay ; 

See, See, he graſps the ſteel—forbear my love— 
IAx TAE comes; thy princeſs haſtes away.” 


Scornful ſhe ſpoke, and heedleſs of reply 
The lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain ; 
The piteous victim of an angry ſky! 
Ah me! the victim of her proud diſdain ! 


E LEGY XVII. 
He indulges the ſuggeſtions of ſpleen: an elegy le the 


winds. 


Ele, namque tibi divim ater atque haminum rex 
Et mulcere dedit mentes & tollere vento. 


Y'TERN monarch of the winds, admit my pray'r ! 
J Awhile thy fury check, thy ſtorms confine ! 
No trivial blaſt impells the paſlive air, 
But brews a tempett in a breaſt like mine. 


What 
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What bands of black ideas ſpread their wings! 
The peaceful regions of content invade! 

With deadly poiſon taint the chryſtal ſprings ! 
With noifome vapour blaſt the verdant thade ! 
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I know their leader, ſpleen; and dread the ſway 
Of rigid Euxvs, his deteſted fire; 

Thro' one my bloſſoms and my fruits decay; 

1 hro' one my pleaſures, and my hopes expire. 


Like ſome pale ſtripling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noontide beam, 

[ ſtand aghait; and chill'd with fear ſurvey 
How far I've tempted life's deceitful fiream ! 


Where by remorſe impell'd, repuls'd by fears, 
Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore? 

She flies the ſad preſage of coming years, 
And ſorr'wing dwells on pleaſures now no more! 


Again with patrons, and with friends ſhe roves; 
But friends and patrons never to return ! 

She ſees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves; 
But ſees them weeping o'er Lucixpa's urn. 


She viſits, Isis! thy forſaken ſtream, 
Oh ill forſaken for Bœotian air! 

She deems no flood reflects ſo bright a beam, 
No reed ſo verdant, and no flow'rs ſo fair. 


She dreams beneath thy ſacred ſhades, where, peace 


Thy bays might ev'n the civil ſtorm repel ; 
Reviews thy ſocial bliſs, thy learned eaſe, 
And with no chearful accent cries, farewel ! 


Farewel, with whom to theſe retreats I ſtray'd! 
By youthful ſports, by youthful tolls ally'd! 
Joyous we ſojourn'd in thy circling ſhade, 
And wept to find the paths of lite divide. 


She | 
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She paints the progreſs of my rival's vow ; 
Sees ev'ry muſe a partial ear incline; | 

Binds with luxuriant bays his favour'd brow, 
Nor yields the refuſe of his wreath to mine. 


She bids the flatt'ring mirror, form'd to pleale, 
Now blaſt my hope, now vindicate deſpair ; 

Bids my fond verſe the love-fick parley ceale ; 
Accuſe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 


Where circling rocks defend ſome pathleſs vale, 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove! 

Alas! there echo will repent the tale — 
Where ſhall I find the ſilent ſcenes I love? 


Fain would I mourn my luckleſs fate alone; 
Forbid to pleaſe, yet fated to admire; 


Away my friends! my ſorrows are my own 


Why thould I breathe around my ſick deſire? 


Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 

Near ſome ſad ruin's ghaſtly thade to dwell! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, 

And from the mould'ring refuſe, build my cell! 


Genius of Rour ! thy proſtrate pomp diſplay ; 
Trace ev'ry diſmal proof of fortune's power; 
Let me the wreck of theatres ſurvey, 
Or penſive fit beneath ſome nodding tow'r. 


Or where ſome duR, by rolling ſeaſons worn, 
Convey'd pure ſtreams to Rome's imperial wall, 
Near the wide breach in ſilence let me mourn; 
Or tune my dirges to the water's fall. 


Genius of CaxTHace ! paint thy ruin'd pride; 
Tow'rs, arches, fanes in wild confuſion ſtrewn ; 
Let baniſh'd “ Mar1vs, low'ring by thy ſide, 
Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 
| Ah 
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Ah no! thou monarch of the ſtorms! forbear; 
> My trembling nerves abhor their rude controul ; 
And ſcarce a pleaſing twilight ſoothes my care, 


Ere one vaſt death like darkneſs ſhocks my ſoul. 


Forbear thy rage—on no perennial baſe 


Is built frail ſear, or hope's deceitful pile; 
My pains are fled—mv joys reſumes its place, 
Shou'd the ſky brig..;en, or MEL1ssa ſmile. 


— — 
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He repeats the ſong of Corn, a diſcerning ſhepherd, 


1 lamenting the ate of the woollen mani factury. 
f Ergo omni fludio glaciem wentoſque niwales, 
, Dus minus eft illis cure mortalis egeſtas, 


Awertes: wvidtumgue feres. 


wave; 


And ſunny Cosror. fondly lov'd the ſtrain 


Viks. 


EAR Avon's bank, on ARD Ex's flow'ry plain, 
A * tuneful ſhepherd charm'd the liſt'ning 


Yet not a garland crowns the ſhepherd's grave! 


To feel his muſic with my flames agree! 
To taſte the beauties of his melting lay, 
To taſte, and fancy it was dear to thee ! 


Oh loſt OrnxL1a! ſmoothly flow'd the day, 


When, for his tomb, with each revolving year, 
\ I ſteal the muſk-roſe from the ſcented brake, 


I ftrew my cowſlips, and I pay my tear, 
I'll add the myrtle for OrnEL1a's ſake. 


7 Shiv'ring beneath a leafleſs thorn he lay, 


When death's chill rigour ſeiz d his flowing tongue; 
The more I found his fault'ring notes decay, 
The more prophetic truth ſublim'd the ſong. 
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Adieu, my flocks, he ſaid ! my wonted care, 
By ſunny mountain, or by verdant ſhore ! 

May tome more happy hand your fold prepare, 
And may you need your CorLIx's crook no more. 


And you, ye ſhepherds! lead my gentle ſheep ; 
To breezy hills, or leafy ſhelters lead ; 

But if the ſky with ſhow'rs inceſſant weep, 
Avoid the putrid moiſture of the mead. 


Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath. 
Long-loit'ring there your fleecy tribes extend 
But what avail the maxims ] bequeath ? 
The fruitleſs gitt of an officious friend ! 


Ah! what avails the tim'rous lambs to guard, 
Tho' nightly cares, with daily Jabours join? 
If foreign ſloth obtain the rich 1eward, 
If GaLLIA's craft the pond'rous fleece purloin! 


Was it for this, by conſtant vigils worn, 
met the terrors of an early grave. 

Vor this, I led them from the pointed thorn ? 
For this I bath'd 'em in the lucid wave ? 


ih heedleſs ALRBIo N! too beningly prone 
Thy blood to laviſh, and thy wealth reſign! 
„hall ev'ry other virtue grace thy throne, 
But quick-ey'd prudence never yet be thine? 


From the fair natives of this peerleſs hill 

Thou gaveſt the ſheep that browze Iberian plain: 
Their plaintive cries the faithleſs region fill, 

Their fleece adorns an haughty foe's domains. 


[]-fated flocks! from cliff to cliff they ſtray ; 
Far from their dams their native guardians far | 
Where the ſoft ſhepherd, all the live-long day, 
Chaunts his proud miſtreſs to his hoarſe guittar, 
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But ALB1oN's youth her native fleece deſpiſe; 


Unmov'd they hear the pining ſhepherd's moan ; 


In filky folds each nervous limb diſguiſe, 
Allur'd by ev'ry treaſure, but their own. 


Oft have I hurry'd down the rocky ſteep, 
Anxious, to ſee the wintry tempeſt drive; 

Preſerve, faid I, preſerve your fleece, my ſheep ! 
Ere long will Pn1LL1s, will my love arrive. 


Ere long ſhe came: ah! woe is me, ſhe came ! 
Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine : 

For gift's like theſe they give their ſpotleſs fame, 
Reſign their bloom, their innocence reſign. 


Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known, 
Give the rich growth of Britiſh hills to fame ? 
And let her charms, and her example, own 
That virtue's dreſs, and beauty's are the ſame? 


Will no fam'd chief ſupport this gen'rous maid : 
Once more the patriot's arduous taſk reſume ? 

And, comely from his native plains array'd, 
Speak future glory to the Britiſh loom? 


What pow'r unſeen my raviſh'd fancy fires ? 

I pierce the dreary ſhade of future days; 
Sure 'tis the genius of the land inſpires, 

To breath my lateſt breath in“ *“ praiſe. 


O might my breath for * * * praiſe ſuffice, 
How gently ſhou'd my dying limbs repoſe ! 
O might his future glory bleſs mine eyes, 


My raviſh'd eyes! how calmly wou'd they clofe ' 


* was born to ſpread the gen'ral joy; 
By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd; 
3x1TONs for Bx1TAIN ſhall the crook employ ; 
Balroxs for BBITAIx's glory ſhear the fold.” 
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EE LEG TY: XIX. 
Written in ſpring, 1743. 
GAIN the lab'ring hind inverts the ſoil; 


Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave; 


Another ſpring renews the ſoldier's toll, 
And fands me vacant in the rural cave 


As the ſoft lyre diſplay'd my wonted loves, 
The penſive pleaſure and the tender pain, 
The ſordid Al rHEus hurried thro' my groves; 
Yet ſtop'd to vent the dictates of diſdain. 


He glanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruin'd fold, 
He blam'd the graces of my fav'rite bow'r; 
My breaſt, unſully'd by the luſt of gold; 
My time, unlaviſh'd in purſuit of pow'r. 


Yes, Alnus! fly the purer paths of ſate; 
Abjure theſe ſcenes from venal paſſions free; 

Know, in this grove, I vow'd perpetual hate.” 
War, endleſs war, with lucre and with thee. 


Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 
| dreit an altar to '[ RaL1a's name: 

Here as I crown'd the verdant ſhrine with flow'rs, 
Soft on my labours ſtole the ſmiling dame. 


Damon, ſhe cry'd, if pleas'd with honeſt praiſe, 
Thou court ſucceſs by virtue or by ſong, 

Fly the falſe diQtates of the venal race; 
Fly the groſs accents of the venal tongue, 


vwear that no lucre ſhall thy zeal betray ; 
Swerve not thy foot with fortune's vor'ries more 
Brand thou their lives, and brand the lifeleſs day— 
The winning phantom urg'd me, and I ſwore. 


Fortin 
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Forth from the ruſtic altar ſwift I ſtray'd, 
Aid my firm purpoſe, ye celeſtial pow'rs! 
Aid me to quell the ſordid breaſt, I ſaid; 


And * threw my jav'lin tow ds their hoſtile town 


Think not regretful I ſurvey the deed ; 
Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 
Still, ſtill obſervant to the grove 1 ſpeed, 
The ſhrine embelliſh, and repeat the vow. 


Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentleſs foe, 

Such gen'rous hate the + Punic champion bore; 
Thy lake, O THRaASIMENE ! beheld it glow, 

And Canxaz's walls, and TREBIA's crimſon ſhore 


But let grave annals paint the warrior's fame ; 
Fair ſhine his arms in hiſtory enroll'd; 

Whilſt humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim, 
His nobler hate of avarice and gold. — 


Now Punic pride its final eve ſurvey'd ; 
Its hoſts exhauſted, and its fleets on fire, 

Patient the victors lurid frown obey'd, 
And ſaw the unwilling elephants retire. 


But when their gold depreſs'd the yielding, ſcale, 
Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd, 

He ſaw th' unutterable griet prevail; 
He ſaw their tears, and, in his fury, ſmil'd. 


Think not, he cry'd, ye view the ſmiles of eaſe, 
Or this firm breaſt diſclaims a patriot's pain; 

I ſmile, but from a ſoul eſtrang'd to peace, 
Frantic with grief, delirious with diſdain! 


But were it cordial, this deteſted (mile, 
Seems it leſs timely than the grief you ſhew ? 
O ſons of CarTHAGE ! grant me to revile 


The ſordid ſource of your indecent woe. 
WI 


* The Roman ceremony in dedlaring war. 
Tt HANNII AL. 


ore 


WW}. ? 


1 49 ] 
Why weepye now! ye ſaw with tearleſs eye 
When your fleet periſh'd on the Punic wave : 


Where lurk'd the coward fear, the lazy ſigh, 
When TyRE's imperial ſtate commenc'd a ſlave ? 


Tis paſt—O CarTHacet ! vaniſh'd! honour'd ſhade ! 
Go, the mean forrows of thy ſons deplore ; 

Had freedom ſhar'd the vow to fortune paid, 
Shene'er, like fortune, had forſook thy ſhore.” 


He ceas'd—abaſh'd the conſcious audience hear; 

+ Their pallad cheeks a crimſon bluſh unfold ; 

Yet o'er that virtuous bluſh diſtreams a tear, 
And falling moiſtens their abandon'd gold “. 


— 


. 


He compares his bumble fortune with the diſtreſs of otters ; 
and his ſubjection to DEL1a, with the miſerable ſore 
vitude of an African flave. 


HYdroops this heart, with fancy'd woes ſorloru 
\ Why finks my foul beneath each wint'ry ſky * 
What penſive crowds, by ceaſeleſs labours worn. 
What myriads, wiſh to be as bleſt as | ? 


What tho' my roofs devoid of pomp ariſe, 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deſtin'd way: 
Nor coſtly art my flow'ry dales diſguiſe, 

Where only fimple friend{hip deigns to ſtray ? 


See the wild ſons of Larrarnd's chill domain, 
That ſcoope their couch beneath the drifted ſnow: ' 
How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
Waere the ſharp ealt for ever, ever blow: ! 


Vol. I. D 


olive 


* By the term: forced upon the CanTiractntars by 


betrio, they were to deliver up all the elephants, and to va; 
Dear two millions ſterling. 
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dave tho' T be, to DeL1a's eyes a ſlave, 
My DeL1a's eyes endear the bonds I wear ; 
The ſigh ſhe cauſes well becomes the brave, 
The pang ſhe cauſes, tis ev'n bliſs to bear. 


See the poor native quit the Lybian ſhores, 
Ah! not in love's delightful fetters bound ! 
No radiant ſmile his dying peace reſtores, 


Nor love, nor fame, nor triendſhip heals his wound 


Let vacant bards diſplay their boaſtive woes, 
Shall I the mockery of grief diſplay ? 

No, let the muſe his piercing pangs diſcloſe, 
Who bleeds and weeps his ſum of life away ! 


On the wild beach in mournful guiſe he ſtood, 
Ere the ſhrill boatſwain gave the hated ſign ; 
He dropt a tear unſeen into the flood; 

He ftole one fecret moment to repine. 


Yet the muſe liſten'd to the plaints he made; 
Such moving plaints as nature could inſpire ; 
To me the muſe his tender play convey'd, 
But ſmooth'd, and ſuited to the ſounding lyre. 


++ Why am I raviſh'd from my native ſtrand? 

What ſavage race proteQs this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infeſt this teeming land, 

And more than ſea- born monſters plough the main? 


Here the dire locuſts horrid ſwarms prevail ; 
Here the blue aſps with livid poiſon ſwell ; 

Here the dry dipſas writhes his ſinuous mail; 
Can we not here, ſecure from envy, dwell ? 


When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chace, 
When the ſtern panther ſought his midnight prey, 

What fate reſerv'd me for this * chriſtian race? 
O race more poliſh'd, more ſevere than they! 


Ye 


* Spoke by a ſavage. 
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Ye prowling wolves purſue my lateſt cries! 
Thou hungry tyger, leave thy reeking den! 

Ye fandy waſtes in rapid eddies riſe ! 

O tear me from the whips and ſcorns ef men! 


Yet in their face ſuperior beauty glows ; 

Are ſmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong? 
et from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 
And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 


Of bliſsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 

Where gentle minds convey'd by death repair, 

But ſtain'd with blood, and crimſon'.i o'er with crimes, 
Say ſhall they merit what they paint ſo fair? 


No, careleſs, hopeleſs of thoſe fertile plains, 
Rich by our toils, and by our ſorrows gay, 


They ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 
And feign theſe diſtant regions to repay, 


For them our tuſky elephant expires ; 
For them we drain the mine's embowel'd gold; 
Where rove the brutal nations wild defires? —— 
Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is told ! 


Yet ſhores there are, bleſt ſhores for us remain, 


And favour'd iſles with golden fruitage crown'd, 
Where tufted flow'rets paint the verdant plain, 
Where ev'ry breeze ſhall med'cine ev'ry wound, 


There the ſtern tyrant that embitters life 

Shall, vainly ſuppliant, ſpread his aſking hand; 
There ſhall we view the bi!low's raging ſtrife, 
Aid the kind breaſt, and wal! his boat to land.“ 
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Taking a view of the country from his retirement, he. 
led to meditate on the character of the ancient Bui. 
Towns. Written at the time of a rumoured tax up 
laxury. 1746. 


Tx Damon ſung What tho' unknown to pra 


Umbrageous coverts hide my muſe and me 
Or *mid the rural ſhepherds, flow my days, 
Amid the rural ſhepherds, I am free, 


To view ſleek vaſſals crowd a ſtately hall, 
Say ſhould I grow myſelf a folemn ſlave! 
To find thy tints, O TrTtian ! grace my wall, 
Forego the flow'ry fields my fortune gave? 


Lord of my time my devious path I bend, 

Thro' fringy woodland, or ſmooth-ſhaven lawn; 
Or penſile grove, or airy cliff aſcend, 

And hail the ſcene by nature's pencil drawn, 


Thanks be to fate - tho' nor the racy vine, 
Nor fatt'ning olive cloath the fields I rove, 
Sequeſter'd ſhades, and gurgling founts are mine, 
And ev'ry ſilvan grott the mules love. 


Here if my viſta point the mould'ring pile, 
Where hood and cowl devotion's aſpect wore, 
7 trace the tott'ring reliques with a ſmile, 
To think the mental bondage is no more! 


Pleas'd if the glowing landſkip wave with corn; 
Or the tall oaks, my country's bulwark, riſe; 
Pleas'd, if mine eye, o'er thouſand vallies borne, 


Diſcern the Camhrian hills ſupport the ſkies. 


And 
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Such are the names that grace your myſtic ſongs ; 
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And fee PlINLIMMOoV ! ev'n the youthful fight 
Scales the proud hill's etherial cliffs with pain! 

Such CaxR-CARA DOC! thy ſtubendous height, 
Whoſe ample ſhade obſcures th' Iernian main, 


Bleak, joyleſs regions! where, by ſcience fir'd, 
Some prying ſage his lonely ſtep may bend; 
There, by the love of novel lants infpir'd, 
Inviduous view the clamb'ring goats aſcend, 
Yet for thoſe mountains, clad with laſting ſnow, 
The freeborn Br1Tox left his greeneſt mend 1 
Receding ſullen from his mightier foe, 
For here he ſaw fair liberty recedc, 


Then if à chief perform'd a patriot's part, 
Suſtain'd her drooping ſons, repell'd her foes, 
Above or Perſian lux'ry, or Attic art, 
The rude majeſtic monument aroſe, 


| Progreſſive ages carol'd forth his fame; 


Sires, to his praile, attun'd their children's tongue ; 


The hoary druid fed the generous flame, 


While, in ſuch ſtrains, the reverend wizard ſung. 


Go forth, my ſons! for what is vital breath, 
Your Gods expell'd, your liberty reſign'd? 
Go forth, my ſons! — for what is inſtant death 


To ſouls ſecure perennial joys to find? 


For ſcenes there arc, unknown to war or pain, 
Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound ; 
Where patriots, bleſt with boundleſs freedom, reign, 
With miſletoe's myſterious garlands crown'd. 


Your ſolemn woods reſound their martial fire; 
To you, my ſons, the ritual meed belongs, 
If in the cauſe you vanquiſh, or expire. 


D 3 Hark! 


1 54 ) 


Hark from the ſacred oak that crowns the grove 


What awful voice my raptur'd boſom warms! 
This is the favour'd moment heav'n approves, 


Sound the ſhrill trump; this inſtant, ſound to arm: 


Theirs was the ſcience of a martial race, 
To ſhape the lance, or decorate the ſhield ; 
Ev'n the fair virgin ſtain'd her native grace, 
To give new horrors to the tented field. 


Now, for ſome cheek where guilty bluſhes glow, 


For ſome falſe FLozimeL's impure diſp uiſe, 
The lifted youth, nor war's loud ſignal know, 
Nor virtue's call, nor fame's imperial prize, 


Then if ſoft concord lull'd their ſears to fleep, 


Inert and filent ſlept the manly car; 
But ruſ'd horrific o'er the feartul ſteep, 
If freedom's awful clarion breath'd to war. 


Now the ſleek courtier, indolent and vain, 


Thron'd in the ſplendid carriage glides ſupine ; 


Fo taint his virtue with a forcign ftrain, 
Or at a fav'rite's board, his faith reſign. 


Leave then, O luxury! this happy ſoil! 
Chace her, Ba1rraxxra, to ſome hollile ſhore ! 
Or * fleece the baneful peſt with annual ſpoil, 
And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more ! 


— 


r 


Mrillen in the year 
were ſo frequently violated. 


AY, gentle ſleep, that lov'ſt the gloom of night, 
1 Parent of dreams! thou great magician, ſay, 


/ hence my late viſior thus endures the light; 
Thus haunts my fancy thro' the glare of day. 


* Alludes to a tax upon luxury, then in debate. 
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The ſilent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 
And anxious care refign'd my limbs to rett ; 

A ſudden luftre ſtruck my wond'ring, eyes, 
And Silvia ſtood before my couch conſeſt. 


Ah not the nymph ſo blooming and ſo gay, 
That led the dance beneath the feltive made 


But the that in the morning of her day, 


Intomb'd beneath the graſs green tod was laid. 


No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt; 
No more her vreaſt inſpit'd the lover's flame, 
No more her cheek the Paeſtun roſe ſurpail ; 
Yet ſeem'd her lip's ctherial tmile the lame, 


Nor ſuch her hair as deck'd her living face; 


Nor ſuch her voice as charm'd the lilt'uing crowd; 


Nor ſuch her dreſs as heighten'd every grace; 
Alas! all vaniſh'd for the mourntul throud ! 


| Yet ſeem'd her lips etherial charm the ſame ; 
That dear diftinQion every doubt remov'd ; 


” Periſh the lover, whole imperfect flame 


Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'd. 


2 © Damon, ſhe ſaid, mine hour allotted flies! 

Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 

* Tho” griev'd to ſee thy SrLv1a's pale diſguiſe, 
Suſpend thy ſorrow, and attentive hear, 


So may thy muſe with virtuous fame be bleſt! 
So bethy love with mutual love repaid! 
So may thy bones in ſecret ſilence reſt, 

Faſt by the reliques of ſome happier maid ! 


Thou know'ſt, how ling'ring on a diſtant ſhorc 
Diſeaſe invidious nipt my flow'ry prime; 
And oh! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 
To think I ne'er mult view my native clime! 
D 4 | 
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No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head, 
No dear companion wept to ſee m die; 
Lodge me within my native ſoil, I ſaid; 
There my fond parents honour'd reliques lie. 


J ho* now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear; 


Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 
{here many a friend ſhall grace my woeful bier, 
And many a ſigh ſhall rife and tear ſhall flow. 

oke, nor fate ſorbore his trembling ſpoll ; 
Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid; 

And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoil, 
Where my fond parents dearremains were laid. 


Twas then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, - 


Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy SiLv1a's bier; 
'T'was then the nymphs their votive garlands wove, 
And ſtrew'd the fragrance of the youthful year. 


But why alas! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 
Cou'd Do x's foot the pious path decline? 
Ah no! 'twas Damon firit attun'd his lay, 
And ſure no ſonnet was fo dear as thine, 


: hus was I boſom'd in the peaceful grave; 
My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom; 
When ſavage robbers every ſanction brave, 


And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb. 


ball my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey'd, 
Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands ? 

Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 
Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


Say, wou'd thy breaſt no death-like torture feel, 
To ſee my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 

To ſee them gaſh'd beneath the daring ſteel ? 
To crowds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey? 


E873 


If Pzaxs ſons theſe horrid rites require, 
If health's fair ſcience be by theſe retin'd, 
Let guilty convicts, for their uſe, expire; 
And let their breathleſs corſe avail mankind. 
Yer hard it ſeems, when guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
o fee the victim's corte deny'd repole ! 
Now, more ſevere ! the poor offenceleſs maid 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman ſoes. 


Where is the ſaith of ancient pagans fled ? 
Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim? 
Nature, inſtinctive, cries, Protect the dead, 
7 And ſacred be their aſhes, and their fame! 


ove, - ile, dear youth! ev'n now the danger calls ; 


3 * Ev'n now the villain ſnuffs his wonted prey; 
ove, bee! fee! I lead thee to yon' ſacred walls — 
r. Oh! fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away.” 


E I. E U N XXIII. 
Refleions ſuggefted by bis fituation. 


"FJ ORN near the ſcene for FKexer ms fate renown'd 
> I take my plaintive reed, aud range the grove, 
ard raie my lay, and bid the rocks teſound 

The favage force of empire, and of love, 


, Faſt by the centre of yon' various wild, 
Where ſpreading oaks embow'r a gothic fane ; 
F.oxD»eiDa's arts a brother's youth beguil'd ; 
There nature urg'd her tendereſt pleas in vain. 


D 5 Soft 


* RENELY in the Saxon beptarchy was heir to the kingdom 
of Maca but being very young at his father's death, as, 
by the artigces of his filter and her lover, deprived of bis 
„ n and biſe 1opether, 
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Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, "We 
Th' ambitious maid cou'd ev'ry care employ ; 

Then with afſiduous fondneſs cropt the flow'rs, v 
To deck the cradle of the princely boy? $ 

But ſoon the boſom's pleaſing calm is flown ; v. 
Love fires her breaſt; the ſultry paſſions riſe ; £ 

A favour'd lover ſeeks the Mercian throne, TT 
And views her KExNELM with a rival's eyes. 

How kind were fortune, ah! how juſt were fate, T 
Wou'd fate or fortune MErcia's heir remove. 
How ſweet to revel on the couch of ſtate! T 
To crown at once her lover and her love ! | 
See, garniſh'd for the chace, the fraudful maid 1 
To theſe lone hills direct his dev ious way; | 
The youth, all prone, the ſiſter guide obey'd, 0 
Ill-fated youth! himſelf the deſtin'd prey. a 
But now, nor ſhaggy hilt, nor pathleſs plain, Bc 

Forms the lone refuge of the filvan game; 2 
Since LyYTTLETON has crown'd the ſweet domain M 


With ſofter pleaſures, and with fairer fame, 


Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong fteed, 4 
Immortal bards, a poliſh' d race, retire 3 4 
And where hoarſe ſcream'd the ſtrepent horn, ſucceed 7] 

The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. 


See Tnouso x, loit'ring near ſome limpid well, | 1 
For Brirarx's friend the verdant wreath Prepare 

Or, ſtudious of revolving ſeaſons, tell, þ 
How peerleſs Lucia made all ſeaſons fair ! 


See ®® * ® ® * from civic garlands fly, 
And in theſe groves indulge his tuneful vein! . 
Or wom yon' ſummit, with a guardian' s eye, S \ 
Ob eve how freecom's hand attires the plain! 2 
Here 
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Here Poes !-= ah never muſt that tow'ring mind 


To his lov'd haunts, or dearer fiiend, return! 
What art! what friendſhips! oh ! what ſame reſign'd ! 
In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn. 


M here is the breaft can rage or hate retain, 
And theſe glad ſtreams and ſmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the breaſt can hear the woodland (train, 
And think fair freedom well exchang'd for gold! 


Thro' theſe foft ſhades delighted let me ſtray, 

While o'er my head forgotten ſuns deſcend ! 
Thro' theſe dear vallies bend my caſual v yy, 
Till fetting life a total ſhade extend! 


Ilere far from courtz, and void of pompous cares, 
I'll muſe how mnch I owe mine humbler fate: 
Or ſirink to find how much ambition dares, 
To ſhine in anguiſh, and to grieve in ſtate ! 


* anſt thou, O ſun! that ſpotleſs throne diſcloſe, 
Where her bold arm has left no ſanguine ſtain ? 

Where, thew me where, the lineal ſceptre glows, 
Pure as the ſimple crook that rules the plain r 


Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diſtruſt and fear, 
In kindred boſoms ſolve the ſocial tie; 


I here not the parent's ſmile is half ſincere; 


a Nor void of art the conſort's melting eye. 


There with the friendly wiſh, the kindly flame, 
No face 1s brighten d, and no boſoms beat; 
” Youth, man! od, age, avow one ſordid aim, 
und ev'n tue bearuicls !'p eſſays deceit. 


55 
< 
. 
of 


* 
1 


: . here coward rumours walk their murd'rons round; 


he glance that more than rural blame inſtills; 


1 hiſpers, that ting'd with friendſhip doubly v. ound, 


wy 


Pity that ijures, nnd concern that kills. 


Here / Ther 
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There anger whets, but love can neter engage; 
Careſſing brothers part but.to revile; 

There all men ſmile, and prudence warns the w:{, 
To dread the fatal ſtroke of all that ſmile. 


There all are rivals! ſiſter, ſon, and fire, 
With horrid purpoſe hug deſtructive arms; 
There ſoft ey'd maids in murd'rous plots conſpire 
And ſcorn the gentler miſchief of their charms, 


Let ſervile minds one endleſs watch endure; 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard reſi” 
But lay me, fate! on flow'ry banks, ſecure 

Tho' my whole ſoul be, like my limbs, ſupine 


Yes, may my tongue diſdain a vaſſal's care ; 
My lyre reſound no proſtituted lays ; 

More warm to merit, more elate to wear 
The cap of freedom, than the crown of bays. 


Sooth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 

I with it not o'er golden ſands to flow; 
Chear'd by the verdure of my ſpiral wood, 

I ſcorn the quarry, where no ſhrub can grow. 


No midnight pangs the ſhepherd's peace purſue ; 
His tongue, his hand, attempts no ſecret wound 
He ſings his Dei 1a, and if fhe'be true, 
His love at once, and his ambition's crown'd. 
I.G. 
Fle takes accafion from the fate of E.eanor of Bri 
TAGNE * to Juggeſt the imperfed pleaſures of a +. 
tary life. 

Hen beauty mourns, by fate's injurious door 
Jid from the chearful glance of human ey: 

When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 
Hard is that heart which checks the riſing ſigh. 
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* Pr Avon of PRETACYT, the awful heireſs of the Fog!“ 
rown, upon the dcath of Ax Tux, in the reign of king d 
che was eſteemed the greateſt beauty of her time; was 1h 
© ged forty years (till the time of het death) in Briſtol caſtle, 
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1 And melt to drof the rad} ant forms of gold. 
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Fair Exexonora! wou'd no gallant mind 
'The cauſe of love, the cauſe of juſtice own ? 
Matchleſs thy charms, and was no life reſign'd 
To ſee them ſparkle from their native throne? 


Or had fair freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 
Well might ſuch brows the regal gem reſign ; 
Thyr radiant mein might ſcorn the guilt of arms, 
Yet Atn10w's aweful empire yield to thine, 


O ſhame of BRNMITOx's! in one fullen tow'r 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell; 
She found keen anguiſſ: ev'ry role devour ; 


They ſprung, they ſhone, they faded, and they fell. 


Thro' one dim lattice fring'd with ivy round, 
Succeſſive ſuns a languid radiance threw ; 

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd, 
Jo mark how faſt her waning beauty flew. 


This, age might bear; then ſated fancy palls, 
Nor warmly hopes what ſplendor can ſupply ; 

Fond youth inceſſant mourns, if rigid walls 
Reſtrain its liſt'ning ear, its curious eye. 


Believe me“ ** © ® the pretence is vain! 

This boaſted calm that ſmooths our early days, 
For never yet could youthfui mind reſtrain 

Th' alternate pant for pleaſure and for praiſe. 


Pv'n me, by ſhady oak or limpid ſpring, 
Ev'n me, the ſcenes of polith'd lite allure ; 
Some genius whiſpers “ Life is on the wing, 
And hard his lot that languiſhes obſcure. 


What tho' thy riper mind admire no more 
The ſhining cincture, and the broider'd fold 
Can pierce uke light'ning thro” the figur d ore, 


Furs, 
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Furs, ermines, rods may well attract thy ſcorn ; 
Thy futile preſents of capricious pow'r ! 

But wit, but worth, the public ſphere adorn, + 
And who but envies then the ſocial hour? 


Can virtue, careleſs of her pupil's meed, 

Forget how * * ® ſuſtains the ſhepherd's cauſe ? 
Content in ſhades to tune a lonely reed, 

Nor join the ſounding pæan ot applauſe ? 


For public haunts, impell'd by Batrox's weal, 
See GRENVILLE quit the muſe's fav'rite eaſe; 

And ſhall not ſwains admire his noble zeal ? 
Acmiring praiſe, admiring ſtrive to pleaſe ? 


Lite, favs the ſage, affords no bliſs ſincere ; 
And courts, and cells in vain our hopes renew : 
But ah! where GxexviLLE charms the lift 'ning ca 
'Tis hard to think the chearle's maxim true. 


The groves may ſmile ; the rivers gently glide ; 
Soft thro? the vale reſound the loneſome lay ; 
Ev'n thickets yield delight, if taſte preſide, 
But can they pleaſe, when LyTTLETON's AWa, 


Pure as the ſwain's the breaſt of“ * glows, 

Ah! were the ſhepherd's phraſe, like his, reſin d 
But, how improv'd the generous dictate flows 

Thro' the clear medium of « poliſh'd mind! 


Happy the youths who warm with BrrTars's love, 
Her inmot wiſh in * * ® periods here! 

Happy that in the radiant circle move. 
Attendant orbs, where LonsBaLE gilds the ſphere * 


While rural faith, and every poliſ'd art, 
Fach frie: dl charm, in * ® * conſpire, 
From public ſcenes ail penfive muſt you part; 

Ail joy le to the greeneſt field: retite! 
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Go, plaintive youth! no more by fount or ſtream, 
Like ſome lone halcyon, ſocial pleaſure ſhun ; 
Go dare the light, enjoy the chearful beam, 
And heal the bright proceſſion of the ſun, 


Ihen cover'd by thy ripen'd ſhades, reſume 

The ſilent walk; no more by paſſion toſt : 
Then ſeek thy ruſtic haunts ; the dreary gloom, 
Where ev'ry art that colours lite, is loſt.— 


In vain ! the liſt'ning muſe attends in vain ! 
Reſtraints in hoſtile bands her motions wait 

Vet will I grieve, and ſadden all my ſtrain, 
When injur'd beauty mourns the muſe's ſate. 


—— — 
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To Der.1a, with ſome flowers; compluining how much 
his benevolence ſuffers on account of his humble fur- 


tune. 


Hate'er could {culpture's curious art employ, 
Whate'er the laviſh hand of wealth can ſhow'r, 
Theſe would I give— and every gift enjoy 
That pleas'd my fair—but fate defies the pow'r. 


Ble:!t were my lot, to feed the ſocial fires ! 
To learn the latent wiſhes of a friend! 

To give the boon his native taſte admires, 
And, for my tranſport, on his ſmile depend! 


Bleſt too is he, whioſe ev'ning ramble ſtrays 
Where Croop the ſons of indigence and care! 
His I1:tle gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze, 
And win, at ſmall expence, their ſondeſt pray'r! 


And 
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And oh the joy ! to ſhun the conſcious light, 
To ſpare the modeſt bluſh; to give unſeen ; 

Like ſhow'rs that fall behind the veil of night, 
Yet deeply tinge the ſmiling vale with green 


But happieſt they, who drooping realms relieve } 
Whoſe virtues in our cultur'd vales appear! 

For whoſe fad fate a thouſand ſhepherds gricve, 
And fading fields allow the grief fincete. 


To call ioſt worth from its oppreſſive ſhade ; 
To fix its equal ſphere, and ſee it ſhine ; 
To hear it grateful own the generous aid 


This, this is tranſport but muſt ne'er be ming 


Faint is my bounded bliſs; nor I refuſe 
Jo range where daiſies open, rivers roll; 
While prole or ſong the languid hours amule, 
And ſoothe the fond impaticnce of my ſoul. 


Awhile I'll weave the roofs of jaſmin bow'rs, 
And urge with trivial cares the loit'ring year 

Awhile I'll prune my grove, protect my flows. 
Then, unlamented, preſs an early bier! 


Of thoſe lov'd flow'rs the lifeleſs corſe may ſliare ; 


Some hireling hand a fading wreath beltow ; 
The reſt will breathe as ſweet, will glow as fair. 
As when their maſter ſmil'd to fee them glow, 


The ſequent morn ſhall wake the filvan quire ; 
The kid again ſhtali wanton ere *tiz noon ; 

Nature will timile, will wear her beſt attire ; 
O! let not gentle Der1a ſmile fo ſoon ! 


While the rude hearſe conveys me flow away, 
And careleſs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 

et thy kind tear my utmoſt worth o'erpay ; 
And, ſoftly ſighing, vindicate my fame, — 
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O Dr! chear'd by thy ſuperior praile, 
I bleſs the filent path the fates decree ; 
Pleas'd, from the lift of my inglorious days, 
To raze the moments crown'd with bliſs, and thee 


rl 


Deſcribing the ſorrow of an ingenious mind, on the me- 
| lanchaly event of a licentious amour. 


HY mourns my friend! why weeps his down- 
caſt eye? 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine ? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh; 
Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine, 


Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace ? 
Wert thou not form'd by nature's partial care ? 


- Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in ev'ry grace 


That wins the friend, or that enchants the fait? 


 Damoy, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain ; 


Not Damonw's friendſhip can my peace reſtore ; 
Alas! his very praiſe awakes my pain, 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more, 


For oh! that nature on my birth had frown'd ! 
Or fortune hx*d me to ſome lowly cell; 

Then had my boſom *ſcap'd this fatal wound, 
Nor had [I bid theſe vernal ſweets, farewel. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliſs admir'd 

In fortune's train the ſyren flatt'ry ſmil'd, 
And raſhly hallow'd all her queen inſpir'd. 


Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 

Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay ! 
Ichas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 

Nor dropt the chace, til! JES was my prey. 
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Poor artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ſtrove ; 

To lure a breaft that felt the pureſt flame, 

Sau ſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love, 


School'd in the ſcience of love's mazy wiles, 
I cloath'd each feature with affected ſcorn ; 

I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 
And, fergning, left her anxious and forlorg. 


Then, while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, 
Warm to deny, and zealous w diſprove; 

bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſeix'd the minute of returning love, 


To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reft ? 
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Aſſur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, 

Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame ; 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 
When ſcorn'd of virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by fame, 
Low at my feet deſponding J uss lay. 


« Hewy, ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
See the ſad reliques of a nymph undone! 

I find, I find this riſing fob renew'd : 
I ſigh in ſhades, and ficken at the ſun, 


Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, h 
When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return: 
Yet what can marn's returning ray ſupply, 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mou:n: 


Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 
That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame ; 
For I have ſteep'd a father's couch in tears, 


And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with ſhame. | 
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The vocal birds that raiſe their matin ſtrain, 


The ſportive lambs, increaſe my penſive moan ; 
All ſeem to chace me from the chearful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone. 


If thro' the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 
Where bloom the jaſmins that could once allure, 


| Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 


For we are ſpotleſs, Jess v; we are pure. 


Ye flow'rs! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare? 
Ihe brigheſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not fo fair, 


Now the grave old alarm the gentler young; 
And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee ; 


*Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 


> That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 

2 

Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye; 

I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu; 
Jo die ] languiſh, but I dread to die, 

Leſt my ſad fate ſhou'd nouriſh pangs for you, 


w me 
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Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, 
And let me ſilent ſeek ſome friendly ſhore; 

There only, baniſh'd from the form [ love, 

My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 
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Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 

Z Be tuch the meed of ſome more artful fair; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my ſhame, 
That pity gave what love refus'd to thare. 


res 


Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread ; 
Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulzar crew; 

Z Not ſuch the parent's board at which I fed! 
Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew! 
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Haply, when age has ſilver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn fo mean a ſpoil, 
Envy may flight a face no longer fair; 
And pity, welcome, to my native foil.” 


She ſpoke—nor was I born of ſavage race; 

Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aſſign: 
Grateful! ſhe claſp'd me 1n a lait embrace, 

And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine 


[ ſaw her foot the lofty bark aſcend ; 
I ſaw her breaſt with every paſſion heave z 
I left her torn from every carthly friend 


Oh! my hard boſom, which could bear to leave 


Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe ; ; 
The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain z 
O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe 
My Jess v floats upon the wat'ry plain! 


And—ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 
Seek not to ſtop reflection's bitter tear 

But warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From Jess v floating on her wat'ry bier! 
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RURAL ELEGANCE: 


0 
n ODE to the late Ducheſs of Sou ERS EA 
Written 1750. 


HI LE orient ſkies reſtore the day. 
And dew- drops catch the lucid rav : 
Amid the ſprightly ſcenes of morn, 
Will ought the muſe inſpire? 
Oh! peace to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the ſacred ly te! 


Le rural thanes that o'er the moſſy down 
Some panting, tim'rous hare purſue; 
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown * 
Say, does ſhe ſmoothe her lawns for you *? 
For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 


And urg'd by rude conſtraint reſound the joyial crv 2 
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See from the neighb'ring hill, forlorn 
The wretched twain your ſport ſurvey ; 
He finds his faithful fences torn, 
He finds his labour'd crops a prey ; 1 
| | - 
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He ſees his flock—no more in circles feed ; 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
And with no random curſes loads the deed. 


Nor yet, ye ſwains, conclude 
That nature ſmiles for you alone; 
Your bounded ſouls, and your conceptions crude, 
The proud, the ſelfiſh boaſt diſown ; 
Yours be the produce of the ſoil; 
O may it ſtill reward your toil ! 
Nor ever the defenceleſs train 
Of clinging infants, aſk ſupport in vain ! 


But tho? the various harveſt gild your plains, 
Does the mere landſcape feaſt your eye? 
Or the warm hope of diſtant gains 
Far other cauſe of glee ſupply ? 
Is not the red-ftreak's future juice 
The ſource of your delight profound, 
Where Ariconium pours her gems profule, 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? 
Athirfl ye praiſe the limpid ſtream, tis true: 
But tho”, the pebbled ſhores among, 
It mimic no unpleaſing ſong, 
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you, 


Unpleas'd ye ſee the thickets bloom, 
Unpleas'd the ſpring her flowery robe reſume: 
Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile, | 
The dappled mead without a ſmile, 
O let a rural conſcious mule, 
For well ſhe knows, your froward ſenſe accuſe: | 
Forth to the ſolemn oak you bring the ſquare, 
And ſpan the maſſy trunk, before you cry, 'tis fait 


Nor yet, ye learn'd, nor yet, ye courtly train, 
If haply from your haunts ye ſtray 
To wake with us a ſummer's day, 

Exclude the taſte of every ſwain, 
Nor our untutor'd ſenſe diſdain : 

Tis nature only gives excluſive right 
To relith her ſupreme delight; 
She, where ſhe pleaſes kind or coy, 

Who furniſhes the ſcene, and forms us to enjoy. 
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Then hither bring the fair ingenious mind, 
By her auſpicious aid refin'd ; 
Lo! not a hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain, 
Or valley winds, or fountain flows, 
Or purple heath is ting'd in vain: 
For ſuch the rivers daſh their foaming tides, 
The mountain ſwells, the dale ſubſides: 
Ev'n thriftleſs furze detain their wandering ſight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant withdelight, 


With what ſuſpicious fearful care 
The ſordid wretch ſecures his claim, 
It haply ſome luxurious heir 
Should alienate the fields that wear his name! 
What ſcruples leſt ſome future birth 
Should litigate a ſpan of earth ! 
Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for proſe, 
'The towering mule endures not to diſcloſe; 
Alas ! her unrevers'd decree, 
More comprehenſive and more free, 


Her laviſh charter, taſte, appropriates all we ſee. 


Let gondolas their painted flags unfold, 
And be the ſolemn day enroll'd, 
When, to confirm his lofty plea, 
In nuptial ſort, with bridal gold, 
The grave Venetian weds the fea : 
Each laughing muſe derides the vow z 
Ev'n Apk1a ſcorns the mock embrace, 
To ſome lone hermit on the mountain's brow, 
Allotted, from his natal hour, 
With all her myrtle ſhores in dow'r. 
His breaſt to admiration prone 
Enjoys the ſmile upon her face, 
Enjoys triumphant every grace, 
And finds her more his own. 


Fatigu'd with form's oppreſſive laws, 
When SoMERSET avoids the great ; 
When cloy'd with merited applauſe, 
She ſeeks the rural calm retreat 
Vol. I. E Do. 
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Does ſhe not praiſe each moſſy cell. 

And feel the truth my numbers tell? 

When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, 
Which genius grac'd with rank obtains, 

Could ſhe not more delighted hear 

Yon throſtle chaunt the riſing year? 

Could ſhe not ſprun the wreaths of fame, 
To crop the primroſe of the plains ? 

Does ſhe not ſweets in each fair valley find, 


Loft to the ſons of pow'r, unknown to half mankinc 


Ah can ſhe covet there to ſee 
The ſplendid ſlaves, the reptile race, 
That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 
That flight her merit, but adore her place ? 
Far happier, if aright I deem, 
When from gay throngs, and gilded ſpires. 
'To where the lonely halcyons play, 
Her philofophic ſtep retires : 
While ſtudious of the moral theme, 
She to ſome ſmooth ſequeſter'd ſtream 
Likens the ſwain's inglorious day; 
Pleas'd from the flowery margin to ſurvey, 


How cool, ſerene, and clear the current glides ang. 


O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 
Who ſlight the ſweetly-penſive mind ! 
On whoſe fair birth the graces mild, 
And every muſe prophetic ſmil'd. 
Not that the poet's boaſted fire 
Should fame's wide-echoing trumpet {wel]. 
Or, on the muſic of his lyre 
Each future age with rapture dwell; 
The vaunted ſweets of praiſe remove, 
Yet ſhall ſuch boſoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart ; 
Yet theſe the ſpirits form'd to judge and prove 


All nature's charms immenſe, and heaven's unbounce- 


love. 
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\:d on! the tranſport, moſt ally'd to long, 
In ſome fair villa's peaceful bound, 
To catch ſoft hints from nature's tongue, 
And bid Axcapra bloom around: 
Whether we fringe the ſloping hill, 
Or ſmoothe below the verdant mead; 
Whether we break the falling rill, 
Or thro' meandring mazes lead; 
Or in the horrid bramble's room 
Bid careleſs groups of roſes bloom; 
Or let ſome ſhelter'd lake ſerene 


Reflect flow'rs, woods and fpires, and brighten all 


the ſcene, 


O ſweet diſpoſal of the rural hour! 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 


While worth and genius haunt the favour'd bow'r, 


And every gentle breaſt partakes the joy! 
While charity at eve ſurveys the ſwain, 

Enabled by theſe toils to chear 

A train of helpleſs infants dear, 

Speed whiſtling home acroſs the plain; 
See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown, 

For half her graceleſs deeds atone, 


And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with het 


Owen. 


Why brand theſe pleaſures with the name 
Of ſoft, unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame? 
Search but the garden, or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own, 
Not all was meant for raiment, or for food, 
Not all for needful uſe alone; 
There while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 


Tis colour'd tor the fight, perfum'd to pleaſe the ſmell. 


Why knows the nightingale to ſing ? 
Why flows the pine's nectareous juice ? 
Why ſhines with paint the linnet's wing? 
For ſuſtenance alone? for ule? 
For preſervation ? Every ſphere 
Shall bid fair pleaſure's rightful claim appear. 
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And ſure there ſeem of human kind, 
Some born to ſhun the ſolemn ſtrife; 
Some for amuſive taſks deſign'd, 
To ſoothe the certain ills of liſe; 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding roſe, 
New founts of bliſs diſcloſe, 


Call forth refreſhing ſhades, and decorate repoſe. 


From plains and woodlands ; from the view 

Of rural nature's blooming face, 

Smit with the glare of rank and place, 

To courts the ſons of fancy flew ; 
There long had art ordain'd a rival feat ; 

There had ſhe laviſh'd all her care 

To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 6 
And call'd them from their green retreat 

To ſhare her proud controul ; 

Had giv'n the robe with grace to flow. 

Had taught exotic gems to glow ; 

And emulous of nature's pow'r, 

Mimick'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r ; 
Chang'd the complexion's native hue, 
Moulded each ruttic limb anew, 

And warp'd the very ſoul! 


Awhile her magic ſtrikes the novel eye, 
Awhile the fairy forms delight; 
And now aloof we ſeem to fly 
On purple pinions thro” a purer ſky, 
Where all is wonderous, all is bright. 
Now landed on ſome ſpangled ſhore 
Awhile each dazzled maniac roves 
By ſapphire leaks, thro' em'rald groves 
Paternal acres pleaſe no more ; 
Adieu the ſimple, the ſincere delight 


Th' habitual ſcene of hill and dale, 

The rural herds, the vernal gale, 

The tangled vetch's purple bloom, 

The fragrance of the bean's pertume, 
Be theirs alone who cultivate the ſoil, 
and drink the cup of thirſt, and eat the bread of to, 
Bu! 
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But ſoon the pageant fades away 
'Tis nature only bears perpetual ſwa) 

We pierce the counterten delight, 

Fatigu'd with ſplendor's irkfome beams. 

Fancy again demands the ſight 

Ot native groves, and wonted ſtreams, 
Pants for the ſcenes that charm'd her youthful eyes, 
here truth maintains her court, and banithes dilguite, 


Then hitter oft, ye fenators, retite, 
With nature here high converſe hold; 

For who like STaMFokD her delights admire, 
Like STAMFORD ſhall with ſcorn behold 

Th' unequal bribes of pageantry and gold, 

Beneath the Britiſh oak's majeſtic ſhade, 
Shall ſee fair truth, immortal maid, 
Friendſhip in artleſs guiſe array'd, 
Honour, and moral beauty ſhine 

With more attractive charms, with radiance more 
divine. 


Yes, here alone did higheſt heav'n ordain 
Thelaſting magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, 
Whatever fancy ſeeks to ſhare, 

The great, the various, and the fair, 
For ever ſhould remain ! 


Her impulſe nothing may reſtrain 

Or whence the joy 'mid columns, tow'rs, 
'Midit all the city's artful trim, 

To rear ſome breathleſs vapid flow'rs, 
Or ſhrubs fuliginouſly grim : 

From rooms of filken toliage vain, 

To trace the dun far diſtam grove, 

Where ſmit with undiſſembled pain, 

The wood-lark mourns her abſent love, 

Borne to the duſty town from native air, | 
o mimic rural life, and ſoothe ſome vapour's fair. 
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But how muſt faithleſs art prevail. 
Should all who taſte our joy ſincere, 
To virtue, truth or ſcience dear, 
Forego a court's alluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leaty grove, 
For that rich luxury of thought they love! 
Ah no, from theſe the public ſphere requires 
Example for its giddy bands; 
From theſe 1mpartial heav'n demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf infpires ; 
To fift opinion's mingled maſs, 
Impreſs a nation's taſte, and bid the ſterling pals. 


. Happy, thrice happy they, 
Whoſe graceful deeds have exemplary ſhone 
Round the gay precincts of a throne, 
With mild eſſective beams! 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
By ſolemn grott, or ſhady ſpring, 
To join their pleaſing dreams! 
Theirs is the rural bliſs without alloy, 
They only that deſerve, enjoy. 
What tho' nor fabled dryad haunt their grove. 
Nor naiad near their fountains rove, 
Yet all embody'd to the mental ſight, 
A train of ſmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wite retreat allow, [ brow, 
Shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer 


And though by faithleſs friends alarm'd, 
Art have with nature wag'd preſumptuous war 
By SEYMoUR's winning influence charm'd, 
In whom their gifts united ſhine, 
No longer ſhall their counſels jar. 
Tis hers to mediate the peace: 
Near PERCY-lodge, with awe-ftruck mein, 
The rebel ſeeks her lawfu] queen, 
And havock and contention ceaſe. 
I ſee the rival pow'rs combine, 
And aid each other's fair deſign ; 
Nature exalt the mound where art ſhall build; 
Art ſhape the gay alcove, while nature paints ay Sogn 
egin, 


—— 


Fea 


E981 


Begin, ye ſongſters of the grove! 
O warble forth your nobleſt lay; 
Where SOMERSET vouchſafes to rove 
Ye leverets, freely ſport and play. 
— Peace to the ſtrepent horn! 
Let no harſh diſſonance diſturb the morn, 
No ſounds inelegant and rude 
Her ſacred ſolitudes profane! 
Unleſs her candour not exclude 
The lowly ſhepherd's votive ſtrain, 
Who tunes his reed amidſt his rural chear, 


Fearful, yet not averſe, that SomerszT ſhould hear. 


ODE to MEMORY, 1748. 


Memory ! celeſtial maid ! 
Who glean'ſt the flow'rets cropt by time; 
And, ſuffering nota leaf to fade, 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime; 
Bring, bring thoſe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and LESBIA kind. 


And bring that garland to my ſight, 
With which my favour'd crook ſhe bound ; 
And bring that wreath of roſes bright 
Which then my feſtive temples crown'd. 
Ard to my raptur'd ear convey 
The gentle things ſhe deign'd to ſay. 


And ſketch with care the muſe's bow'r, 
Where Isis rolls her ſilver tide; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r 
That ſhines on CHRERWELIL's verdant fide ; 
If fo thou may*ſt thoſe hours prolong, 
When poliſh'd Lycox join'd my ſong. 
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The ſong it 'vails not to recite 


But ſure, to ſoothe our youthful dreams, 
Thoſe banks and ſtreams appear'd more bright 
Than other banks, than other ſtreams : 


Or by thy ſaftening pencil ſhewn, 
Aſſume the beauties not their own ? 


And paint that ſweetly vacant ſcene, 
When all beneath the poplar bough, 
My ſpirits light, my foul ſerene, 
| breath'd in verſe one cordial vow ; 
That nothiag ſhould my ſoul inſpire, 
But friendſhip warm, and love entire, 


Dull to the ſenſe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping muſe attends ; 
As ſome fond lover, robb'd of ſight, 
On thy expreſſive pow'r depends; 


Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 


To live the lord of all that ſhines. 


But let me chaſe thoſe vows away 
Which at ambition's ſhrine I made ; 
Nor ever let thy ſkill diſplay 
Thoſe anxious moments, 1!l repaid : 
Oh! from my breaſt that ſeaſon raſe, 
And bring my childhood in its place. 


Bring me the bells, the rattle bring, 
And bring the hobby I beſtrode; 


When pleas'd, in many a ſportive ring. 
| a ip 8 


Around the room I jovial rode: 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
And bring the whiſtle that I blew. 


Then wii! I muſe, and penſive ſay, 
Why did not theſe enjoyments laſt ? 
How {weetly waſted I the day, 
\While innocence allow'd to waſte ? 
Ambitions torls alike are vain, 
But ah ! ſor pleaſure yield us pain. 
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The Princeſs ELIZABETH: 


A ballad alluding to a ſtory recorded of her, when 


ſhe was priſoner at WoopsTOCK, 1554. 


I LL you hear how once repining 


Great Eu1za captive lay? 
Fach ambitious thought reſigning, 
Foe to riches, pomp, and {way ? 


While the nymphs and ſwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride; 
Fnvying joys by others ſighted, 
Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 


'+ Bred on plains, or born in vallies, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adieu? 
-tranger to the arts of malice, 
no would ever courts purſue ? 


alice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never taught to bear : 

i ove is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure ; 
Love 1s all the damſel's care, 


How car they of humble ſtation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above a 
Or accute the diſpenſation 
Which allows them all to love? 


Love like air is widely given ? 

Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain ; 
Truett, nobieſt gifts of heaven! 

Only pureſt on the plain! 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
All in ſtars and garters dreit, 

As, on Sundays, does the lover 
With his noſegay on nis breaſt 
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Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 
Said to fade when CH1ot's near; 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion ; 
But the ſhepherd is ſincere, 


Hark to yonder milk-maid finging 
Chearly o'er the brimming pail ; 

Cowſlips all around her ſpringing 
Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move fo ſprightly, look fo fair ; 

Never breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a ſong fo void of care. 


Would indulgent heaven had granted 
Me ſome rural damſel's part! 

All the empire I had wanted 
Then had been my ſhepherd's heart. 


Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove: 

Fearlets taſte the cryſtal fountains ; 
Peaceful ſleep beneath the grove. 


Ruitics had been more forgiving ; 
Partial to my virgin bloom : 

None had envy'd me when living; 
None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 
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ODE to a Young Lady, 


Somewhat too ſolicitous about her manner of «x 
preſſion. 


URVEY, my fair ! that lucid ftream 
8 Adoven the ſmiling valley ſtray; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 

To regulate its winding way? 


As 
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So pleas'd I view thy ſhining Hair 
In looſe diſhevel'd ringlets flow: 


Not all thy art, not all thy care 


Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt ſkill 
Inſtruct one flow'r to pleaſe us more? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe; 
And oh may Lavuxa, ere ſhe try, 

With freſh vermilion paint the roſe. 


Hark, how the wood-lark's tuneful throat 
Can every ſtudy'd grace excel; 

Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, LAVERA, pleaſe fo well? 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no pedantic law conhn'd ! 

For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 
So Laura's words be not unkind, 


NANCY. of che A L E, 
„ 4D; 


Nerine Galatea ! thymo mihi dulciar Hyblz ! 
Candidicr cygnis, hedera for moſior alba ! 


HE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With every pleaſing ray: 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day: 


When from an hazel's artleſs bower 
SOit-warbled STKEPHON's tongue; 

He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Naxcrv's praiſe he ſung 
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Let fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 

While weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove: 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair EsHam's dale! 

And every bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 


*T was from Avona's banks the maid 
Diffus'd her lovely beams ; 

And every ſhining. glance diſplay'd 
The naiad of the ſtreams. 


Soft as the wild-duck's tender young, 
'T hat float on Avon's tide ! 

Bright as the water-lily, ſprung, 
And glittering near its fide. 


Freſh as the bordering flowers, her bloom 
Her cye, a!l mild to view ; 

The little halcyon's azure plume 
Was never half ſo blue. 


Her ſhape was like the reed fo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtraight, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmite, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were! 


Far in the winding Vale retir d, 
This peerleſs bud I ſound ; 

Ard ſhadowing rocks, and woods conſpir'd 
To tence her beauties round. 


'That nature in fo lone a dell 


Should form a nymph fo ſweet! 
Or fortune to her fecret cell 
Conduct my wandering feet ! 
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Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe w ould ne'er incline : 

« Prove to your equals true, ſhe cried, 
As I will prove to mine. 


is STREPHON, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good will; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill.” 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
| claſp'd the conſtant fair; 

o her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow my tuture care. 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego ; 

The ftream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow.” 


ODE to INDOLENCE, 1750. 


H! why for ever on the wing 
Perſiſts my wearied foul to roam? 
Why, ever cheated, ſtrives to bring 
Or pleaſure or contentment home ? 


Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 
From paradiſe's honour'd groves, 
Careleſs fatigues his little frame; 
Nor ſinds the reſting place he loves. 


o] on the rural moſſy bed 
My limbs with carcleſs eaſe reclin'd ; 
\h, gentle floth! indulgent ſpread 
The ſame ſoft bandage o'er my mind, 


For 
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For why ſhould lingering thought invade, 
Yet every worldly proſpect cloy ? 

Lend me, ſoft ſloth, thy friendly aid, 
And give me peace debarr'd of joy. 


Lov'ſt thou yon calm and ſilent flood, 
That never ebbs, that never flows; 
Protected by the cireling wood 
From each tempeſtuous wind that blows ? 


An altar on its bank ſhall riſe, 
Where oft thy votary ſhall be found ; 
What time pale autumn lulls the ſkies, 
And ſickening verdure fades around. 


Ye buſy race, ye factious train, 

That haunt ambition's guilty ſhrine ; 
No more perplex the world in vain, 

But offer here your vows with mine. 


And thou, puifſant queen! be kind: 
I? e'er I ſhar'd thy balmy power; 
If e'er | ſway'd my ui tive mind, 
To weave for thee the rural bow'r. 


Diſſolve in ſleep each anxious care; 
Each unavailing ſigh remove; 

And only let me wake to ſhare 
The tweets of friendſhip and of love. 


ODE to HEALTH, 1140 


HEALTH, capricious maid ! 
Why doſt thou ſhun my peaceful bow'r, 
Where I had hope to ſhare thy pow'r, 
And bleſs thy laſting aid? 


Since 
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Since thou, alas! art flown, 

I: 'vails not whether muſe or grace, 

With tempting ſmile, frequent the place 
I iigh for thee alone. 


Age not forbids thy ſtay ; 
Thou yet might'ſt act the friendly part; 
Thou yet might {t raife this lan: Zuid heart; 
Why ſpeed lo ſwiſt away? 


Thou ſcorn'ſt the city- air; 


[ breathe freſh gales o'er turrow'd ground, 


Yet haſt not thou my withes crown'd, 
O falſe! O partial fair! 


I plunge into the wave; 
And tho” with pureſt hands I raiſe 
A rural altar to thy praiſe, 

Thou wilt not deign to ſave. 


Amid my well-known grove, 
Where mineral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boaſted name, and titles fair, 

Why ſcorns thy foot to rove ? 


Thou hear'ſt the ſportſman's claim; 
Enabling him, with idle noiſe, 
To drown the mule's melting voice, 
And fright the timorous game. 


Is thought thy foe? adieu 
Ye midnight lamps ! ye curious tomes ! 
Vine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 


And deals no more with you. 


Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet midit his unremitting ſnows, 
The poor Laroxtan's boſom glows ; 


And ſhares bright rays from thee. 


There c 
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There was, there was a time, 
When tho' I ſcorn'd thy guaryian care, 
Nor made a vow, nor {aid a pray'r, 

I did not rue the crime. 


Who then more bleſt than 1? 


When the glad ſchool-boy's taſk was done, 


And forth, with jocund ſprite, I run 
To freedom, and to joy? 


How jovial then the day! 
What ſince have all my labours found, 
Thus climbing life, to gaze around, 
That can thy loſs repay ? 


Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears, 
Nor leſſen'd hopes, nor growing cares, 

Could fink my cheartul mind. 


Whate'er my ſtars include; 
What other breaſts convert to pain, 
My tow'ring mind ſhould ſoon diſdain, 
Should ſcorn—— Ingratitude ! 


Repair this mouldering cell, 
And bleſt with objects found at home, 
And envying none their fairer dome, 


How pleas'd my ſoul ſhouid dwell ! 


Temperance ſhould guard the doors; 
From room to room ſhould memory ſtray, 
And, ranging all in neat array, 


Enjoy her pleaſing ſtores 


There let them reſt unknown, 
The types of many a pleaſing ſcene; 
But to preſerve them bright or clean, 

Is thine, fair queen! alone. 
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1 
To a LADY of QUALITY, 


WITT 28 
Fitting up her Lipraxy, 1738. 


H! what is ſcience, what is art, 
or what the pleaſure theſe impart ? 
Ye trophies which the learn'd purſue 
Through endleſs fruitleſs toils, adieu! 


What can the tedious tomes beſtow, 
To ſoothe the miſeries they ſhow ? 


What, like the bliſs for him decreed, 


Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed! 


Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the ſimpleſt hind, 
How rare that object, which ſupplies 
A charm for too diſcerning eyes ! 


The poliſh'd bard, of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper ſenſe of pain : 

As each invading blaſt devours 

The richeſt fruits, the faireſt flow'rs, 


Sages, with irkſome waſte of time, 

The fteep aſcent of knowledge climb: 
Then, from the tow'ring heights they ſcale 
Behold contentment range—the vale. 


Yet why, ASTERia, tell us why 

Wie ſcorn the crowd, when you are nigh ; 
Way then does reaſon ſeem ſo fair, 

Why learning then, deſerve our care? 


Who can unpleas'd your ſhelves behold, 
Wile you ſo fair a proof untold 

What force the brighteſt genius draws 
From poliſh'd w'iſdom's written laws ? 


Where 
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Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ſtrange perfection bids us own 
That blits with toilfome ſcience dwells, 
And happieſt he, who mott excels ? 


UP. O N-: A 


VISIT to the ſame in Winter, 1748. 


O fair AsTERIA's bliſsful plains, 
Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we paſs the winter's day ; 
And charm the dull-ey'd ſpleen away 


No linnet, from the leafleſs bough, 
Pours forth her note melodious now; 
But all admire AsrERIA's tongue, 
Nor with the linnet's vernal ſong. 


No flow'rs emit their tranhent rays : 
Yet ture AsTERIA's wit diſplays 

More various tints, more glowing lines, 
And with perennial beauty ſhines. 


Tho' rifled groves and fetter'd ſtreams 
But ill befriend a poet's dreams: 
ASTER1a's prelence wakes the lyre; 
And well ſupplies poetic fire. 


The fields have loſt their lovely dye; 
No chearful azure decks the (ky ; 
Yet ſtill we bleſs the louring day: 
ASTER1a ſmiles—and all is gay. 


Hence let the muſe no more preſume 
To blame the winter's dreary gloom ; 
Accuſe his loitering hours no more; 
But ah! their envious haſte deplore ! 
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Vor ſoon, from wit and friendſhip's reign, 
he ſocial hearth, the ſprightly vein, 

[| 70—to meet the coming year, 

On ſavage plains, and deſerts drear |! 


goto feed on pleaſures flown, 
Nor find the ſpring my loſs atone ! 
But mid the flowery tweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day. 


AN 
Irregular ODE after S1icxxess, 1749. 


— Melius, cum wvenerit ipſa, canemus. 


OO long a ſtranger to repoſe, 
At length from pain's abhorred couch I roſe, 
And wander'd torth alone 
To court once more the balmy breeze, 
And catch the verdure of the trees, 
Ere yet their charms were flown. 


"Twas from a bank with panſies gay 
| hail'd once more the chearful day, 
The ſun's forgotten beams: 
O fun! how pleafing were their rays. 
Reflected from the poliſh'd face 
Of yon refulgent ſtreams! 


Rais'd by the ſcene my feeble tongue 
Effay'd again the tw cets of ſong : 
And thus | in feeble ftrains and Now, 
The loitering numbers 'gan to bw. 


Come, gentle air! my languid limbs reſtore, 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian ſhore. 
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For ſure I heard the tender ſighs, 
ſeem'd to join the plaintive cries 
Of hapleſs youths, who thro' the myrtle groe 
Bewail tor ever their unfiniſh'd love; 
To that unjoyous clime, 
Torn from the ſight of theſe etherial ſkies ; 
Debarr'd the luſtre of their Det1a's eyes; 
And baniſh'd in their prime. 


Come, gentle air! and, while the thickets bioor 
Convey the jaſmin's breath divine, 
Convey the woodbine's rich perfume, 
Nor ſpare the ſweet-leaft eglantine, 
And may'ft thou ſhun the rugged ſtorm 
T'i!l health her wonted charms explain, 
With rural pleaſure in her train, 
To greet me in her faireſt form. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The ſons of earth, the vulgar crew, 
Anxious for futile gains beneath me ſtray, 


And ſeek with erring ſtep contentment's obvious wa! 


Come, gentle air! and thou celeſtial mule, 
Thy genial flame infuſe ; 
Enough to lend a penſive boſom aid, 
And gild retirement's gloomy ſhade ; 
Enough to rear ſuch ruſtic lays i 
As foes may flight, but partial friends will prai!* 


The gentle air allow'd my claim; 

And, more to chear my drooping frame, 
She mix'd the balm of opening flowers; 
Such as the bee, with chymic powers,. 
From HyRTLA's fragrant hills inhales, 
Or fcents SaBAaa's blooming vales. 


But ah! the nymph's that heals the penſive mi 


By prefcripts more refin'd, 
Neglect their votary's anxious moan : 


Oh, how ſhould they relieve — the muſes al! we! 


flown, 
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By flow ry plain, or woodland ſhades, 

I fondly ſought the charming maids ; 

By woodland ſhades, or flow ry plain, 

I fought them, faithleſs maids ! in vain ! 
When lo! in happier hour, 

I leave behind my native mead, 

To range where zeal and friendſhip lead, 
To viſit L** ***'s honour'd bower. 

A fooliſh man ! to ſeek the tuneful maids 


On other plains, or near leſs verdant ſhades. 


Scarce have my footſteps preſs'd the favour'd 


ground, 

When ſounds etherial ſtrike my ear; 
At once celeſtial forms appear; 

My tugitives are found! 
The muſes here attune their lyres, 
Ah partial! with unwonted hires 
Here, hand in hand, with careleſs mein, 
The ſportive graces trip the green. 


But whilſt I wander'd o'er a ſcene ſo fair, 
Too well at one ſurvey I trace, 
How every muſe, and every grace, 
Had long employ'd their care. 
Lurks not a ſtone enrich'd with lively ftain, 


Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ſtore, 


Falls not a plume on IxD1a's diſtant plain, 


Glows not a ſhell on Apk1a's rocky ſhore, 
But tora methought from native lands or ſeas, 


From their arrangement, gain freſh pow'r to 


And ſome had bent the wildering maze, 
Bedeckt with every ſhrub that blows; 

And tome entwin'd the. willing ſprays, 
To ſnield th' illuſtrious dame's repoſe : 


pleaſe. 


Others 
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Others had grac'd the ſprightly dome, 
Aud taught the portrait where to glow vw 
Others arrang'd the curious tome; 
Or mid the decorated ſpace, 
Aſlign'd the laurel'd buſt a place, 
And given to learning all the pomp of ſhow. 
And no from every taſk withdrawn, 
. They met and friſk'd it o'er the lawn. 


. Ah! woe is me, ſaid I; 
| And * * *'s hilly circuit heard my cry, 
Have I for this, with labour ſtrove, 


bl. And laviſh'd all my little ſtore Ar 
To tence for you my ſhady grove, 15 
And icollop every winding ſhore ; D. 


And fringe with every purple roſe, 
The ſapphire ſtream that down my valley flov A 


W 

bh Ah! lovely treacherous maids! 4 
| To quit unſeen my votive ſhades, W 
Wl... When pale diſeaſe, and torturing pain * 
| 10 


|, Had torn me from the breezy plain, 
1 And to a reitleſs couch confin'd, De 

N Who ne'er your wonted taſks declin'd. 
She needs not your officious aid 


7 To ſwell the ſong, or plan the ſhade: 
. By genuine fancy fir'd, | 
Her native genius guides her hand, f 
. And while the marks the ſage command, 

"th More lovely ſcenes her ſkill ſhall raiſe, FO 
| iu Her ly re reſound with nobler lays , 
i Than ever you inſpir'd. Ha 

| Thus I my rage and grief diſplay ; 7 


ih But vainly blame and vainly mourn, 
Nor will a grace or muſe return 
Till LuxBorouGH lead the way. 


Writ 8 
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Written in a FLOWER Book of my own Co 
louring, deſigned for Lady PLYMOUTH 


1753-4. 
Debitatæ nymphis opifex coronæ. Hon. 


RING, FLora, bring thy treaſures here, 

D he pride of all the blooming year; 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 
Jo crown this fair, this peerleſs dame! 

But ah! ſince envious winter low'rs, 
And HEWELL meads reſign their flow'rs, 
Let art and friendſhip's joint eſſay 
Diffuſe their low'rets, in her way. 

Not nature can, herſelt, prepare 
A worihy wreath for LesB1a's hair, | 
Whoſe temper, like her forehead, ſmooth, 
Whoſe thoughts and accents form'd to ſoothe, 
Whoſe pleaſing mein, and make reſin'd, 
Whoſe artleſs breaſt, and poliſh'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, 
Deſerv'd and won by PLYmouTH's love. 


ANACREONTIC, 1738. 


3 WAS in a cool Aonian glade, 
The wanton Cuy1D, ſpent with toll, 
Had fought refreſhment from the ſhade ; 
And ſtretch'd him on the moſſy ſoil. 


A vagrant muſe. drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor faſt aſleep ; 

And is it thine to ſnore profound, 

| She ſaid, yet leave the world to weep * 
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But huſh—from this auſpicious hour, 
The world, I ween, may reſt in peace; 

And robb d of darts, and ſtript of pow'r, 
Thy peeviſh petulance decreaſe. 


Sleep on, poor child! whilſt I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 
When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 
And plung'd his arrows 1n the tide. 


That magic fount-—ill-judging maid ! 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day 

You dar'd the ſhafts of love invade ; 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream ſo wonderous clear, 
When angry Curio ſearches round. 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive ſpoils be found? 


Too ſoon they were; and every dart, 
Dipt in the muſe's myſtic ſpring, 

Acquir'd new force to wound the heart ; 
And taught at once to love and ſing. 


Then farewel, ye Pierian quire ; 
For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to ſwell the lyre ; 
And echo aſks no ſweeter ſong. 


ODE. Wren 17439; 


Urit /pes animi credula mutui. Hos, 


uus not by beauty's aid alone, 
That love uſurp' d his airy throne, 
His boaſted pow'r dilplay'd : 
Lis kindneſs that ſecures his aim, 
"T's hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Which beauty firſt convey'd. 
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In CLana's eyes, the lightnings view; 
Her lips with all the rofe's hue 

Have all its ſweets combin'd ; 
Yet vain the bluſh, and faint the hre, 
Till lips at once, and eyes conſpire 


To prove the charmer kind 


Tho' wit might gild the tempting ſnare. 
With ſofteſt acceſit, ſweeteſt air, 
By envy's ſelf admir'd; 
[f LesBiA's wit betray'd her ſcorn. 
in vain might every grace adorn 
What every mute inſpir'd. 


Thus airy STREPHON tun'd his lyre 

He ſcorn'd the pangs of wild deſire: 
Which love-ſick twains endure: 

Reſolv'd te brave the keeneſt dart; 

Since frowns could never wound his heart, 
And imiles—— muſt ever cure. 


But ah! how falſe theſe maxims prove. 

How frail ſecurity from love, 
Experience hourly ſhows! 

Love can imagin'd ſmles ſupply, 

On every charming lip and eve 
Eternal ſweets beſtows. 


In vain we truſt the fair-one's eyes; 

In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, 
To learn from ftars his fate : 

Till led by Tancy wide aftray, 

He finds no planet mark his way ; 
Convinc'd and wiſe too late. 


As partial to their words we prove; 
Then boldly join the liſts of love, 
With towering hopes ſupply'd: 
So heroes, taught by doubitul ſurines, 
Miſtook their deity's deſigns; 
Then took the weld and dy'd 
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The DYING KID. 


Optima guezque dies miſeris mortalibus ævi | 


Prima fugit Vix,! 


Tear bedews my Der1a's eye, 
To think yon playful kid mutt die; 


From chryſtal ſpring, and flowery mead, 4 


Muſt, in his prime of life, recede! 


Erewhile, in ſportive circles round 

She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound; 
From rock to rock purſue his way, 

And, on the frartel margin, play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 

She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; 

Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the fight, 


She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood: 
Then ſkip'd aloof with quaint amaze 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager ſpeed, 
He flew, to hear my vocal reed; 
And how, with critic face profound, 
And ftedfaſt ear, devour'd the ſound. 


His every frolic, light as air, 
Deſerves the gentle DELIA's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 

'T'o think the playſul kid muſt die 


Fut knows my DsL14, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this blameleſs zra flies ? 
While violence and craft ſucceed ; 


Unfair defign, and ruthleſs deed! 


Soon 


Vis 


Soo 
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Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 


And yield her purple gitts no more; 
Ah ſoon, eras'd from every grove 
Were DeLia's name, and STrEPHoON's love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might SraErHON ſee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee; 
No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 6 


Which for thy charming brows he twir'd. 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now (o void of care; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but inſipid age, remain? 


Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
{hat gave his life ſo ſhort a date; 
And 1 will join thy tendereft ſighs, 
o think that youth ſo ſweetly flies! 


SONGS, written chiefly between the 


Year 1737 and 1742. 
. 
Told my nymph, I told her true, 


My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few ; 
While faultering accents ſpoke my fear, 


That FLavia might not prove ſincere, 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold: 
Of thele ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Fiavia then ſincere? 


How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
Toe friend's I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a generous tear ; 
and is not FLavia then fincere. 


_ 
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Now, if ſte deigned my love to bleis, 
y FLavia mult not hope for dreſs; 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And FLav1a ſure muſt be fince:e. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; 
Deſpoil'd of all that you revere, 

I know my FLav1a's love ſincere. 


SONG II. 


OW pleas'd within my native bowers 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day! 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flowers? 
Were ever flowers ſo gay? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landfkip round ! 

The river gliding down the dale! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when urg d by tender woes 
I ſpced to meet my dear, 

That hill and ftream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my tond carcer. 


No more, ſince Dar NH was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee: 

That verdant hill, and fiiver ſtream, 
D:vide my love and me. 


* 


The LAN DSERIE. 


SONG III. 


E gentle nymphs and generous dames, 
That rule o'er every Britiſh mind 
Be ſure you foothe their amorous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind. 


For 


For 
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For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremitting ſighs away: 

To mourn the night's oppreſſive gloom, 
And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel 'twere a free-born ſvain, 
A Britiſh youth ſhould vainly moan ; 
Who fcornful of a Fyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone, 


Nor pointed ſpear, nor links of ſteel, 
Could e'er thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 
Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 
And boaſt the fetters wrought by you. : 


_— ad — 


$ONG. w. Tue SL. 


O, tuneful bird. that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
To Dar HNE's window ſpeed thy way; 
And there on quiv'ring pinions rife, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if the praiſe thy matin ſong, 

Tell her the ſounds that toothe her car, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine. 


Then bid her treat von witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 


And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings for lorn. 
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Ah! ego non aliter triſtes evincere morbos 
Optarem, quam te fic quoque welle putem. 


N every tree, in every plain, 
trace the jovial ſpring in vain! 
A fickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And fait my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring ? 
Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 
Retains its verdure all the year. 


'Tis true, my vine fo freſh and fair, 
Might claim awhile my wonted care 
My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield; 
So white a flock, ſo green a held! 


My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting figh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear 
For when was Damon unſincere? 


But ere I aſk once more to view 

Yon ſetting ſun his race renew, 

Inform me, ſwains ; my friends, declare, 
Will pitying DeL1a join the prayer? 


SONG} 
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SONG VI. The Attribute of VENUS. { 
ES; Forvia is like Venus fair; 

Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air; » 

But (till, to perfect every grace, * 

She wants the ſmile upon her face. | b 

The crown majeſtic Ju xo wore ; . 


And CYNTHIA's brow the creſcent bore, 
An helmet mark'd Mixntrva's mein, 
But ſmiles diſtinguiſh'd beauty's queen, 


Her train was form'd of ſmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleſt doves ; 
And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind. 


Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim 
Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

Shall take their forms from you alone, 


—— K —— — 2 — — — 2 a 
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SONG VII. 1744. 


HE lovely Dera ſmiles again! 
That killing frown has left her brow : 
Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 
And give me back my angry vow ? 


Love is an April's doubtful day : 
Awhile we ſee the tempeſt low'r ; 
Anon the radiant heav'n ſurvey, 
And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r. 


The flow'rs, that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains 

The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains, 
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The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 
In every raptur'd note, expreſs 
The joy | feel—when thou art kind. 


SONG VIII. 1742. 


WT: bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mein; 
Averſe to freedom, love, and play, 

'The dazzling rival of the day: 

None other beauty ſtrikes mine eye, 

The lilies droop, the roſes die. 


But when, diſclaiming art, the fair 
Aſſumes a ſoft engaging air; 

Mild as the opening morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free and gay: 

The ſcene improves, where'er ſhe goes, 
More ſweetly ſmile the pink and roſe. 


O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd inſincere; 
Pity a wild illuſive flame, 

That varies objects till the ſame. 
And let their very changes prove 
The never-vary'd force of love, 


- 


— 
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SONG IX. 1743 VAaLENTINE's Dar. 


9 IS ſaid that under diſtant ſkies, 
Nor you the fact deny; 
What firſt attracts an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his deity. 


Perhaps 


1 


Perhaps a lily, or a roſe, 
That ſhares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking ſwain diſcloſe 
The regent of the day. 


Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 
— Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, 
May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the ſov'reign flow'r. * 


Perch'd on the cedar's topmaſt bough, 
And gay with gilded wings, 

Perchance, the patron of his vow, . 
Some artleſs linnet ſings. | 


The ſwain ſurveys her pleas'd, afraid, 1.4 
Then low to earth he bends; 
And owns upon her friendly aid, 
His health, his life depends. 


Vain futile idols, bird or flow'r, 
To tempt a votary's pray'r! 

How would his humble homage tow'r 
Should he behold my Fair! 


Yes=might the pagan's waking eyes, | 

Ober FLavia's beauty range, | 

e there would fix his laſting choice, 
Nor dare, nor wiſh to change. 


ba | SO. NG. X. 1743. 


HE fatal hours are won ous near, 
That, from theſe ſountains, b ar my dear; 
\ little ſpace is giv'n; in vain; 
e robs my fight, and ſhuns the plain, 
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A little ſpace, for me to prove 

My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
And like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that ſpace devours. 


Near vonder beech is DeL1a's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day; 

No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes s aſide. 


The chief, that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 

Caſts not a more impatient glance, 

To tee the loitering aids advance. 


Not more, the ſchool-boy that expires. 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend's familiar tace, 
Or meet a parent's laſt embrace 


She comes —but ah! what crouds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair encloſe; 

Oh! better hadſt thou ſhunn'd the green, 
Oh! DeLia! better far unſeen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
{ might from torture now be free— 
"Tis more than death to part from thee! 


SONG Kl. 1744 


ERHAPS it is not love, ſaid ], 
That melts my ſoul when FLavia's nigh; 
Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleavg'd, and yet be free. 
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The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 

The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle FLavia well. 


It is not love—averſe to bear 

The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my fears remove. 
My doubts diſpelit is not love 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 

t is—it is love's ſubtle fire, 

And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 


SONG XII. 1744. 


O0 * deſart plains, and ruſhy meers, 
And wither'd heaths I rove; 

Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 
I paſs to- meet my love. 


But tho' my path were damaſk'd o'er 
With beauties e'er ſo fine; 

My buſy thoughts would fly before, 
To fix alone—on thine. 


No fir-crown'd hills cou'd give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: 

No pyramid's aerial height, 
Where mouldering monarchs lie. 


Unmov'd, ſhould Faftern kings advance; 
Could I the pageant ſee: 

»plendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 
Not ſteal one thought from thee, 
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SONG XIII. The ScuoLar's RELArsk. 


Y the ſide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 


Where whiſper'd the beech, and where mur- | 


mur'd the rill; 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and my care, 
Since neither cou'd win me the ſmiles of my fair, 


Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I ſung, 

And Druta's lov'd name ſcarce eſcap'd from my 
tongue: 

But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my zar, 


I ſhou'd wiſh, unawares, that my DEL1a might hear. 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 
Alluſive to none but the nymph I ador'd! 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind, 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, 
till muſt my Der 14's dear image renew: 
he graces have yielded with Dx L1a to rove, 
And the muſes are all in alliance with love. 


SONG XIV. The Ros:-Bup. 


EE, Dar, fee, FLorEL10 cry'd, 
And learn the fad eſfeQs of pride; 
Yon ſheirer'd role, how fafe conceal'd ! 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd! 


The fun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: 
\ gale ſucceeds from Eaftern ſkies, 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies. 


80 
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When will relenting DELIA chaſe 
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So you, my fair, of charms divine; | 
Will quit the plains too fond to ſhine 5 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, | 
Tho' here more happy, more ſecure. 


The breath of ſome negleQed maid 1 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade: 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As, to the roſe, an Eaſtern wind. 


The nymph reply'd—You firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the plain; 

One envious tongue alike diſarms, 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms. 


What is, unknown, the poet's ſkill? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien, 
Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen? 


— — _ —_— 


SONG XV. WinTEx. 1746. 


O more, ye warbling birds, rejoice: 
Of all that chear'd the plain, 
Echo alone preſerves her voice, 
And ſhe—repeats my pain. 


Where'er my loveſick limbs I lay, 
To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 

Its buſy murmur ſeems to ſay, | 
„She never will be kind! i 


The naiads, o'er. their frozen urns, 
In icy chains repine; 

And each in ſullen filence mourns 
Her freedom loſt, like mine! 


Soon will the ſun's returning rays 
The chearleſs froſt controul ; 


The winter of my ſoul? | 1 
SONG 
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E birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lays ſalute my love: 
My Daynne with your notes detain : 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain, 


Ye flow'rs! before her footſteps riſe; 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ; 
That the your opening charms may ſee : 
Or what were all your charms to me? 


Kind Zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r: 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 

Shall I, from thee, refreſhment find. 


Ye ſtreams! if &er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair: 
Or oh! *twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot ! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine reſounds, 

May Darnnxe praiſe thy peaceful gloom ; 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Damox's tomb. 


— — 


SONG XVII. Written in a Collection gt 


BacCHANALIAN SONGS. 


DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 
A To plunge old care in floods of wine; 
And as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 

Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Not yet is hope fo wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought fo tedious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me, 


An 
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And fee, thro' yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Darnne rove: 
With pride her foot-ſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daeaxe's eyes inſpire : 
] ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love. 


— 


SONG XVIII. Imitated from the Far vc. 


ES, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris I ſtray'd 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid! 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloiſter ſhe run; 
In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun! 
II grounded, no doubt, a devotion mult prove 
So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! 


Ves, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs and the plains; 
Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pains; 
How many ſoft minutes I ſpent in this grove ! 

How fair was my nymph! and how fervent my love! 
Be ſtill tho', my heart! thine emotion give o'er; 
Remember the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 
Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs! 

Then breathleſs with ardor my fait-one purſu'd, 

And to think with what kindneſs my gar and ſhe view'd! 
But be till, my fond heart! this emotion give oer; 
Fain would'it thou forget thua muſt love her no more. 


— _—_— 


The HALCY ON. 


HY o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder Halcyon ſpeed ſo faſt; 

is al! becauſe ſhe would not loſe 
Her fav'rite calm that will not laſt, 
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The ſun with azure paints the ſkies, Tot 
The ſtream reflects each flow'ry ſpray; 1 
And frugal of her time ſhe flies To. 
J'o take her fill of love and play. ( 
Ant 
See her, when rugged Boreas blows, Wh 
Warm in ſome rocky cell remain ; 
To ſeek for pleaſure, well ſhe knows, Cor 
Would only then enhance the pain. / 
Wh 
Deſcend, ſhe cries, thou hated ſhow'r, ( 
Deform my limpid waves to-day, Wh 
For I have choſe a fairer hour Thi 
To take my fill of love and play. 
Oc 
You too, my SILVIA, ſure will own 8 
Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll: Thi 
And when our youth, or health is flown, 8 
To think of love but ſhocks the ſoul, Anc 
To 
Could Damon but deſerve thy charms, 
f As thou art Dauox's only theme; Lik 
1 He'd fly as quick to Dria's arms, 1 
| As vonder Halcyon ſkims the ſtream. Anc 
1 
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O dear my Lucio is to me, 
90 well our minds and tempers blend, 
That ſeaſons may for ever flee, 
And ne'er divide me from my friend; 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 
To tempt with love my only fair. Sir 


O Lycox, born when every muſe 
When every grace benignant ſmil'd, 

With all a parent's breaſt could chuſe 

| To bleſs her lov'd, her only child; 

. Tis thine ſo richly grac'd to prove 

More noble cares, than cares of love. 


* 7 
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Together we from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time, 

Together mus'd in ſearch of truth, 

> Ocerlearn'd ſage, or bard ſublime; 
and well thy cultur'd breaſt I know, 
What wonderous treaſure it can ſhow. 


Come then, reſume thy charming lyre, 
And ling ſome patriot's worth ſublime, 
Whilſt I in fields of ſoft defire, 
Conſume my fair and fruitleſs prime 
Whole reed aſpires but to diſplay 
The flame that burns me night and day. 


O come! the dryads of the woods 
Shall daily ſoothe thy ſtudious mind, 
The blue-ey'd nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind ; 
And fame fits liſtening for thy lays 
To ſwell her trump with Luc1o's praiſe. 


Like me, the plover fondly tries 
To lure the ſportſman from her neſt, 
And fluttering on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly ſhews her tortur'd breaſt; 
O let him, conſcious of her care, 
Pity her pains, and learn to ſpare, 


A PASTOR AL ODE, 


To the Honourable 


Sir RICHARD LYTTELTON:; 


HE morn diſpens'd a dubious light, 
A ſullen miſt had ſtol'n from fight 
Each pleaſing vale and hill; 
When Damon left his humble bowers 
To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers, 
Or check his wandering rill. 
| Tho' 


( 114 ] 


Tho' ſchool'd from fortune's paths to fly, 

The ſwain beneath each low'ring ſky, 
Would oft his fate bemoan ; 

That he, in filvan ſhades forlorn! 

Muſt waſte his chearleſs even and morn, 
Nor prais'd, nor lov'd, nor known. 


No friend to fame's obſtreperous noiſe, 
Yet to the whiſpers of her voice, 
Soft murmuring, not a foe: 
The pleaſures he thro” choice declin'd. 
When gloomy fogs depreſs'd his mind, 
It gricv'd him to toiego. 


Griev'd him to lurk the lakes beſide, 

Where coots in ruſhy dingles hide, 
And moorcocks ſhun the day ; 

While caitiff bitterns, undiſmay'd, 

Remark the ſwain's familiar ſhade, 
And ſcorn to quit their prey. 


But ſee, the radiant ſun once more 

The brightening face of heaven reſtore, 
And raiſe the doubtful dawn; 

And more to gild his rural ſphere, 

At once the brighteſt train appear, 
That ever trod the lawn. 


Amazement chill'd the ſhepherd's frame, 
To think * BAIDGEWATER's honour'd name 
Should grace his ruſtic cell; 
That ſhe, on all whoſe motions wait 
Diſtinction, titles, rank and ſtate, 
Should rove where ſhepherds dwell. 


But true it is, the generous mind, 


By candour ſway'd, by taſte refin'd, 


Will naught but vice difdain ; 
Nor will the breaſt where fancy glows 
Deem every flower a weed, that blows 
Amid the deſart plain. 


Beſeems 


*The Ducheſs of BxiDGrwaATER, married to Sir Rich 
LYTTELTON, 


ems 
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Beſeeems it ſuch with honour crown'd, 
To deal its lucid beams around, 
Nor equal meed receive: 
At moſt ſuch garlands from the held, 
As cowſlips, pinks, and panſies yield, 
And rural hands can weave. 


Yet ſtrive, ye ſhepherds, ſtrive to find, 
And weave the faireſt of the kind, 
The prime of all the ſpring ; 
If haply thus yon lovely fair 
May round their temples deign to wear 
The trivial wreath you bring. 


O how the peaceful halcyons play'd, 

Where'er the conſcious lake betray'd 
ArHENIA's placid mein! 

How did the ſprightlier linnets throng, 

Where ParHiA's charm requir'd the ſong 
Mid hazel copſes green! 


Lo, DaxtTwourtn on thoſe banks reclin'd, 
While buſy fancy calls to mind 
The glories of his line; 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls of yonder thed, 
As, thro' enchantment, ſhine. 


But who the nymph that guides their way? 
Could ever nymph deſcend to ſtray 
From HacLevy's fam'd retreat? 
Elſe by the blooming features fair, 
The faultleſs make, the matchleſs air, 
"I were CVVTHIA's form compleat. 


So would fome tuberoſe delight, 
That ſtruck the pilgrim's wondering ſight 
Mid lonely defarts dear 
All as at eve, the ſovereign flower, 
Diſpenſes round its balmy power, 
And crowns the fragrant year, 1 
* 
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Ah, now no more, the ſhepherd cry'd, = Co! 
Muſt I ambition's charms deride, _ 
Her ſubtle force diſown ; 


No more of fawns or fairies dream, 
While fancy, near each cryſtal ſfream, 5 
Shall paint theſe forms alone. 


By low-brow'd rock, or pathleſs mead, = Wh 
I deem'd that fptendour ne'er ſhould lead Ant 
My dazzled eyes aſtray; 1 
But who, alas! will dare contend, = Ben 
If beauty add, or merit blend Sha 
Its more illuſtrious ray? 1 
Nor is it long—O plaintive ſwain ! Her 
Since Guernsey faw, without diſdain, Hie 
Where, hid in woodlands green, 1 
The * partner of his early days, Yet 
And once the rival of his praiſe, To 
Had ſtol'n thro” life unſeen. F 
Scarce faded is the vernal flower, Ev 
Since STAMFORD left his honour'd bower, Ref 
To ſmile familiar here: 
O form'd by nature to diſcloſe Thi 
How fair that courteſy which flows | Ing 
From ſocial warmth ſincere. | A 
Nor yet have many moons decay'd, Fw 
Since PoLL1o ſought this lonely ſhade, The 
Admir'd this rural maze: 1 
The nobleſt breaſt that virtue fires, far 
The graces love, the muſe inſpires, Th 
Might pant for PoLL1o's praiſe. | 0 
Say THoMsoN here was known to reſt, 1 
For him yon vernal ſeat I dreſt, Hat 
h, never to return! 1 4 

In place of wit, and melting ſtrains, * 
And ſocial mirth, it now remains * 
To weep beſide his urn. BE 

| Come | 


* They were ſchool-fellows, 
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Come then, my Ler1vs, come once more, 
And fringe the melancholy ſhore 
With roſes and with bays, 
While I each wayward fate accuſe, 
That envy'd his impartial muſe 
To ſing your early praiſe. 


While Pa110, to whoſe favour'd ſight, 
Antiquity, with full delight, 
Her inmoſt wealth diſplays ; 
Beneath yon ruin's moulder'd wall 
Shall muſe, and with his friend recall 
The pomp of ancient days. 


Here too ſhall Conwav's name appear, 
He prais'd the ftream ſo lovely clear, 
That ſhone the reeds among; 
Yet clearneſs could it not diſcloſe, 
To match the rhetoric that flows 
From Conwar's polith'd tongue. 


Ev'n PitT, whoſe fervent periods roll 
Reſiſtleſs, thro” the kindling ſoul 
Of ſenates, councils, kings! 
Tho' form'd for courts, vouchſaf'd to rove 
Inglorious, thro” the ſhepherd's grove, 
And ope his baſhful ſprings. 


But what can courts diſcover more, 

Than theſe rude haunts have ſeen before, 
Each fount and ſhady tree? 

Mave not theſe trees and fountains ſeen 

The pride of courts, the winning mein 
Of peerleſs AYLEsBURY ? 


And GrenviLLe, ſhe whoſe radiant eyes 


Have mark'd by ſlow gradation riſe 


The princely piles of Srow; 


| Yet prais'd theſe unembellilh'd woods, 
And ſmil'd to ſee the babbling floods 


Thro' ſelf-worn mazes flow. 
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Say DarTMovTH, who your banks admir'd 
Again beneath your caves retir'd, 

Shall grace the penſive ſhade; 
With all the bloom, with all the truth, 
With all the ſprightlineſs of youth, 

By cool reflection ſway'd ? 


Brave, yet humane, ſhall SwrTn appear, 
Ye ſailors, tho' his name be dear, 
Think him not yours alone: 
Grant him in other ſpheres to charm, 
The ſhepherd's breaſts tho' mild are warm, 
And ours are all his own. 


O LryrtTeLToON ! my honour'd gueſt, 

Could I deſcribe thy generous breaſt, 
Thy firm, yet polith'd mind; 

How public love adorns thy name, 

How fortune too conſpires with fame; 
The ſong ſhould pleaſe mankind, 


VERSES written towards the cloſe of the Leu 


1748, to WILLIAd LyTTELToON, Eſq; 


OW blithly paſs'd the ſummer's day! 
How bright was every flow'r ! 
While friends arriv'd, in circles gay, 
To vifit Damon's bow'r! 


But now, with ſilent ſtep, I range 
Along ſome lonely ſhore ; 

And Damon's bow'r, alas the change! 
Is gay with friends no more. 


Away to crowds and cities borne 
In queſt of joy they ſteer; 

Whilſt I, alas! am left forlorn, 
To weep the parting year! 
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O penſive Autumn! how I grieve 
Thy ſorrowing face to ſee! 

When languid ſuns are taking leave 
Of every drooping tree. 


Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey ! 

Haſte, Winter, haſte ; uſurp the ſkyg 
Compleat my bow'r's decay. 


[|] can I bear the motley caſt 
Yon ſickening leaves retain ; 

That ſpeak at once of pleaſure paſt; 
And bode approaching pain. 


At home unbleſt, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcenes require ; 

Where all in murky vapours drown'd 
Are hamlet, hill, and ſpire. 


Tho' Tnousox, ſweet deſcriptive bard! 
Inſpiring Autumn ſung ; 

Yet how ſhould we the months regard, 
That ſtopp*d his flowing tongue, 


Ah luckleſs months, of all the reſt, 
To whoſe hard ſhare it fell! 

For ſure he was the gentleſt breaſt 
That ever ſung ſo well. 


And ſee, the ſwallows now diſown 
The roofs they lov'd before; 

Each, like the tuneful genius, flown 
To glad ſome happier ſhore, 


The wood-nymph eyes, with pale affright, 


The ſportſman's frantic deed; 
While hounds and horns and yells unite 
To drown the muſe's reed, 
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Ye fields with blighted herbage brown! 
Ye ſkies no longer blue! 

Too much we tcel from fortune's frown 
To bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſullied green? 
The zephyr's balwy gale ? 

And where ſweet friendſhip's cordial mein, 
That brighten'd every vale? 


What tho' the vine diſcloſe her dyes 
And boaſt her purple ſtore; 

Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplies 
Can ſoothe our ſorrows more. 


He! he is gone, whoſe moral ſtrain 
Could wit and mirth refine; 

He ! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein 
Surpaſs'd the pow'r of wine. 


Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to praiſe, 
In yon ſequeſter'd grove, 

To him a votive urn l raiſe; 
To him and friendly love. 


Yes there, my friend! forlorn and fad, 
I grave your ThomsoNn's name; 

And there, his lyre; which fate forbad 
To found your growing fame. 


There ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 
Dark themes of hopeleſs woe; 
And, faſter than the dropping fount, 

I'll teach mine eyes to flow. 


There leaves, in ſpite of Autumn green, 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground; 

And Spring will there again be ſeen, 
To call forth flow'rs around. 
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But no kind ſuns will bid me ſhare, 
Once more, his ſocial hour; 

Ab Spring! thou never canſt repais 
This loſs, to Damon's bow'r. 


JEMMY DAWSON. 


A BaLLAaD; written about the Time of his Execu— 


tion, in the Year 1745. 


OME liſten to my mournful tale, 


Ye tender hearts and lovers dear; 


Nor will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 
Nor need you bluſh to ſhed a tear. 


And thou, dear KiTTy, peerleſs maid; 


Do thou a penſive car incline ; 
For thou canſt weep at every woe : 
And pity every plaint—but minc. 


Young Dawsow was a gallant hoy, 
A brighter never trod the plain ; 
And well he lov'd one charming mais, 
And dearly was he lov'd again. 


One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear. 
Of gentle blood the dainfel came ; 

And faultleſs was her beauteous form, 
And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 


But curſe on party's hateful ſtrite, 
That led the favour'd youth aſtray ; 
The day the rebel clans appear'd, 
O had he never ſcen that day 
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Their colours, and their ſaſh he wore, 
And in the fatal dreſs was found; 

And now he muſt that death endure, 
Which gives the brave the keeneſt wound 


How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Jemur's ſentence reach'd her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnows 
So pale, or yet ſo chill appear. 


With faultering voice, ſhe weeping ſaid, 
Oh Dawson, monarch of my heart; 

Think not thy death ſhall end our loves, 
For thou and I will never part. 


Yet might ſweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to JeMmy's woes 

O GH OR, without a pray'r for thee, 
My oritons ſhould never cloſe. 


The gracious prince that gave him life, 
Would crown a never-dying flame; 
And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to liſp the giver's name. 


But tho' he ſhould be dragg'd in ſcorn 
To yonder ignominious tree; 

He ſhall not want one conſtant friend 
To ſhare the cruel fates' decree. 


O then her mourning coach was call'd, 
The ſledge mov'd flowly on before; 
Tho? borne in a triumphal car, 
She had not lov'd her fav'rite more. 


She follow'd him, prepar'd to view, 
The terrible beheſts of law; 

And the laſt ſcene of JEMMux's woes, 
With calm and ſtedfaſt eye ſhe ſaw. 


Diſtorted 


Lec 
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Piſtorted was that blooming, face, 


Which ſhe had fondly lov'd fo long : 


| And ſtifled was that tuneful breath, 


Which in her praiſe had ſweetly ſung. 


And ſever'd was that beauteous neck, 
Round which her arms had fondly clos'd 

And mangled was that beauteous breaſt, 
On which her love-ſick head repos'd ; 


And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart, 
She did to ev'ry heart prefer; 

For tho” it could its king forget, 
'Twas true and loyal ſtill to her. 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conſtant heart to ſee ; 
But when *twas moulder'd into duſt, 
Yet, yet, the cry'd, I follow thee, 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore; 
Accept, O heav'n! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 
The lover's mournful hearſe retir'd ; 


The maid drew back her languid head, 


And fighing forth his name, expir'd, 


Tho' juſtice ever muſt prevail, 

The tear my KiTTy ſheds, is due; 
For ſeldom ſhall the hear a tale 

So ſad, fo tender, yet ſo true. 


A Paiſtn: 


L384. 1] 


A Paſtoral BALLAD, in Four Parts. 


Written in 1743. 


Arbuſta humileſque myrice. 


L ABSENCE. 


E ſhepherds ſo chearful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 

Should Coxypon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was fo watchful as I: 

U have left my dear PayLL1s behind. 


Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 

With the torture of doubt and deſire; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn : 


— have bade my dear PuVLIIs farewel. 


Since PuyYLL1s vouchſaf'd me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd every hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I figh; 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


Vikc, 
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Pit why do I languiſh in vain ? 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, 1s flown; 
Alas ! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yet thought but it might not be ſo— 
"I'was with pain that the ſaw me depart 
She gaz'd, as I ſlowly withdrew ; 
My path I could hardly diſcern ; 
So ſweetly the bade me adicu, 
thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To vilit ſome far diſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a rel1que away, 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relique I bear, 
And my folace wherever 1 go. 


H.. HE. 


Y banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmer invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
l ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
duch health do my fountains beſtow ; 


My ſountains all border'd wit moss, 


Where the hare-bells and violet: om, 
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Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

But with tendrils of wood bine is bound: 
Not a bcech's more beautiful green, 

But a ſweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there. 
Oh how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 


What firains of wild melody flow ? 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow! 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 

In a concert ſo fott and to clear, 
As -- the may not be iond to reſign. 


I have found out a gift for my fair ; 


I have found where the wood-pigcons breed: 


But let me that piunder forbear, 
She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, the aver'd, 
W ho could rob a poor bird of its young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when | heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


| have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due 10—a dove: 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And ſhe call'd it the fitter of love. 
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But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and whatever the ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Coxvpo fighs! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 

Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade ! 

Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, 

If ought, in her abſence, could pleaſe. 


But where does my PuYLLI DA ſtray? 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
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H Y will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 

Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 

dhe is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mein ſhe enamours the brave; 

With her wit ſhe engages the free 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 

She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come join in my amorous lays; 
could lay down my life for the ſwain, 


That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe, 
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When he fings, may the nymphs of the town Let 
Come trooping, and liſten the while; SC 
Nay on him let not PuyLL1Da frown ; Let 
— But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 50 
The 
For when PRIDEI tries in the dance Is 
Ary favour with PayLL1s to find, — 
O how, with one trivial glance, O. 
| Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! | 
f In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, | IV 


And his crook is be-ſtudded around; 
And his pipe - oh may PayLLis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound, 


»Tis his with mock paſſion to glow ; 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 


„% How her face is as bright as the ſnow, Yet « 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold. Sh 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, dhe { 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; diy 
How they vary their accents in vain, | 

y Repine at her triumphs, and die.” 1 
To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, [hat 
And pillages every ſweet ; By 
Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays Ih ! 
He throws it at PuvLLIs's feet. it 

« O PRHVILIISs, he whiſpers, more fair, And 
More ſweet than the jeſſamin's flow'r ! Se 
What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 1 
What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r ? | I 
Then the lily no longer is white ; Let , 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom ; * 
Then the violets die with deſpight, Bewe 
And the wood-bines give up their perfume.” A 
Thus glide the ſoſt numbers along, lt is 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; K 


Let never ſhould envy the fong, 
Were not PHYLL1s to lend it an ear. 


Li 
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et his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So PHYLL1sS the trophy deſpiſe; 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 
$0 they thine not in PuyLL1s's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart, 

Is a ſtranger to Pakiptri's tongue; 
— Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 


W. DISAFPPOUINTMEN T. 


E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep ; 

Ihey have nothing to do, but to ſtray ; 

| have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair—and my paſſion begun; 
She fmil'd —and I could not but love; 

She is faithleſs—and I am undone; 


Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 

That a nymph to compleat would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 

\h ! love ev'ry hope can intpire : 
it haniſhes wiſdom the while; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


dhe is faithleſs, and I am undone; 


Ye that witneſs the woes I endurc, 
et reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtru you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree : 
lt is not for me to explain 

How fair, and how fickle they be, 


G 5 Alas! 
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Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain : 

The flow'r, and the thrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall be Cox vpox's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the fight, 
But we are not to find them our oon; 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my PnYVLIis had known. 


O ye woods, ſpread your DrENCRES apace; 
© your deepelt receſſes I ff 

I oats hide with the beaſts of the chaſe ; 
would vaniſh from every eye. 

Net my reed ſhall retound thro' the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun ; 

How the ſmil'd, and I could not but love : 
Was faithleis, and ] am undone ! 
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FLIRT and PHIL 


A Deciſion for the LADIES. 


A beau, but of the rural kind, 


To S1Lvia made pretences 
They both profeſs'd an equal love : 
Yet hop'd, by diff rent means, to move 

Her judgment, or her ſenſes, 


A WIT, by learning well refin'd, 


Young ſprightly FLIIE , of blooming mien, 
Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſeen ; 
Went—when his glaſs advis'd him; 
While meagre Pax1L of books enquir'd ; 
A wight, for wit and parts admir'd ; 
And witty ladies priz'd him. 


SILVIA 
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SILVIA had wit, had ſpirits too; 
To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the ſcales: 
Her wit, her youth too claim'd its ſhare, 
Let none the preference declare, 
But turn up heads or tails, 


7 
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STanzas to the Memory of an agreeable Lavy, 8 
buried in Marriage to a perſon undeſerving her, R 


T WAS always held, and ever will, Th 


2 
By fage mankind, diſcreeter An 
T' anticipate a leſſer ill, | 


Than undergo a greater, 


When mortals dread diſeaſes pain, Boos 
And languiſhing conditions ; yu 
Who don't the lefler ills ſuſtain An 
Of phyſic—and phyſicians? 
Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, Ad 
He that but little wiſe is, Th 
Full gladly pays four parts in eight An 


To taxes and exciſes. 
Our merchants Spain has near undone 


For loſt Ships not requiting : W 
This bears our noble k— to ſhup He 
The loſs of blood—in fighting l He 
With num'rous ills, in ſingle lite, 
The bachelor's attended. W 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife" ef 
And much the caſe is mended ! Ad 
Poor GraT14a, in her twentieth year, 
Foreſeeing future woe, | 
Choſe to attend a monkey here, T 
Before an ape below. Fc 
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| A Culinary EcLocue. 


ec tantum Veneris, quantum fludioſa culine. 


Ight's ſable clouds had half the globe o'crſpread, 
And ſilence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed 


When love, which gentle ſleep can ne'er inſpire, 
Had ſeated Damon by the kitchen fire. 


Penſive he lay, extended on the ground; 
The little lares kept their vigils round; 
The fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, 
And purr around, and gentle lick his face: 


To all his*plaints the ſleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnorings imitate a ſigh. 
Such gloomy ſcenes with lover's minds agree, 
And ſolitude to them is beſt ſociety. 


Cou'd I (he cry'd) expreſs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-waſh'd face; 
Thou wou'dſt, CoLEmika, grant what I implore, 
And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more. 


Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing, not admirey 
Whene'er ſhe ſets the pot upon the fire! 
Her hands out-ſhine the fire, and redder things ; 
Her eyes are blacker than the pot ſhe brings. 


But ſure no chamber-damſel can compare, 
When in meridian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her goodly cheek the ſweat diſtills. 


Oh! bow I long, how ardently deſire, 
To view thoſe roſy fingers ſtrike the l) e! 
For late, when bees to change their climes began, 
How did I ſee em thrum the trying pan! 


With 
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With her I ſhou'd not envy G his queen, 
Tho! ſhe in royal grandeur deck'd be ſeen : 
Whilſt ragsjult ſever'd from my fair-one's gown, 
In ruſſet pomp, and greaſy pride hang down, 


. 


Ah! how it does my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 
How wou'd that voice exceed the village- bell; 
Wou'dſt thou but ſing, “I like thee patling well! 


When from the hearth ſhe bade the pointers go, 
How foft! how eaſy did her accents flow! 
« Get out, ſhe cry'd, when ſtrangers come to ſup, 
One ne'er can raiſe thoſe ſnoring devils up.” 


'Then full of wrath, ſhe kick'd each lazy brute, 
Alas! I envy'd even that ſalute: 


"I'was ſure miſplac'd,—-Sxock faid, or ſeem'd to lay, 


He had as lief, I had the kick as they. 


If ſhe the myſtic bellows take in hand, 
Who like the fair can that machine command ? 
O may'ſt thou ne'er by XoLvs be ſeen, 

For he wou'd ſure demand thee for his queen, 


But ſhou'd the flame this rougher aid refuſe, 
And only gentler med'cines be of uſe; 
With full-blown cheeks ſhe ends the doubtful rife, 


Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life, 


Such arts, as theſe, exalt the drooping tire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire : 
I burn! I burn! O! give thy pufhng o'er, 
And ſwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips no more! 


With all her haughty looks, the time I've ſeen : 
When this proud damſel has more humble been, 
When with nice airs ſhe hoiſt the pan-cake round, 
And dropt it, hapleſs fair! upon the ground. 
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Look, with what charming grace! what winning 
tricks! 
The artful charmer rubs the candleſticks! 
So bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe handles, 
Oft have I ſaid, - there were no need of candles. 


But thou, my fair! thou never wou'dſt approve, 
Or hear, the tender ſtory of my love; 
Or mind, how burns my raging breaſt, -a button 
Perhaps art dreaming of- a breaſt of mutton.— 


Thus ſaid, and wept the ſad deſponding ſwain, 
Revealing to the ſable walls his pain : 
But nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhou'd deny ; 
To thoſe, they love, more exquiſitely coy ! 


The lambent flames in languid ſtreams ariſe, 


Now chirping crickets raiſe their tinkling voice, 
And ſmoke in azure folds evaporates and dies. 


— 
— 


The RapE of the Tray. 


A'Bat kad, 1749. 


) WAS in a land of learning, 
The mules fav'rite city, 
Such pranks of late 
Were play'd by a rat, 
As—tempt one to be witty, 


All in a college- ſtudy, 

Where books were in great plenty; 
This rat wou'd devour 
More ſenſe in an hour, 

Than I cou'd write—in twenty. 


Corporeal 
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Corporeal food, *'tis granted, — 

Serves vermin leſs refin'd, Sir; 

But this, a rat of taſte, Cam 
All other rats ſurpaſs'd ; | : 

And he prey'd on the food of the mind, Sir 


His breakfaſt, half the morning, 8. 
He conſtantly attended; Whi 
And when the bell rung Iten. 
For ev'ning ſong, H 

His dinner ſcarce was ended! 
The 


He ſpar'd not ev'n heroics, 
On which we poets pride us; Had 
And wou'd make no more 


Of king AxTHuks “, by the ſcore y 
Than= all the world beſide does, 
In books of geography, on 
He made the maps to utter: But 
A river or a ſea V/ 
Was to bim a diſh of tea; b 
And a kingdom, bread and buttes: 
But if ſome mawkiſh portion 4 
Might chance to over-doſe him, gir 
To check its rage, 1 
He took a page 
Of logick - to compoſe him 
A trap, in haſte and anger, 5 
Was bought, you need not doubt on't ; # 
And, ſuch was the gin, Ir 
Were a lion once got in, 
He cou'd not, I think, get out on't. 
Wich cheeſe, not book, tas baited, 9 
The fac I'll not belye it A 
Since none I tell you that \ 


W hether ſcholar or rat, ; 
Minds books, when he has other diet. i 
| wi 
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Kut more of trap and bant, Sir, 
Why ſhou'd 1 ſing, or either ? 
Since the rat, who knew the fleight, 
Came in the dead of night, 
And dragg'd 'em away together: 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh' d. 
Thro' a fracture in the flooring ; 
Which, tho” ſo trim, 
It now may ſeem, 
Had then—a dozen or more in. 


Then anſwer this, ye ſages ! 

Nor deem I mean 1o wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 

Than many a ſcull among ye? 


Dax Prror's mice, | own it, 
Were vermin of condition ; 
But this rat who merely learn'd 

What rats alone concern'd 
Was the greater politician, 


That England's topſy-turvy, 
Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir, 
_ traps, we may determine, 
Will no longer take our vermin, 
But vermin * take our traps, Sir, 


Let ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch 'em ; 
Leſt they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our Kues where, d' ye ſee, 
No mortal ſits to watch 'em. 


Good luck betide our captains ; 
Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 

And grant that the one 

May quell the Spaniſh Don, 


And the t'other deſtroy our rats, Fir. 


* Written at the time of the Spaniſh depredations 


Or 
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On certain PASTORALS, 
Q” rude and tuneleſs are thy lays, 
k. 


Y The weary audience vow, 
Lis not th' Arcadian ſwain that ſings, 
But tis his herds that low. 


a. 


On Mr. C of KidDEaMINSTER'S Poetry. 
HY faith, dear friend, 'tis KipDtrminsTEn ® 
ſtuff, 
And I do think you've meaſur'd out enough, 


unn 


To the VIRTU OS Os. 


Heu curious wights ! to whom fo fair 
The form of mortal flies is! 
Who deem thoſe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 


Whether o'er hill, moraſs or mound, 
You make your ſportſman ftallies ; 

Or that your prey in gardens found 
Is urg'd thro? walks and alleys, 


Yet, in the fury of the chaſe, 

No ſlope cou'd e'er retaid you ; 
Bleſt if one fly repay the race, 

Or painted wing reward you. 


Fierce as Camirt.r,a þ o'er the plain 
Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtranger; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
And knew not ſcar or danger. 


Tis you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat 
To nature's film people; 

Know what conſerves they chuſe to eat, 
And what liquors, to tipple. 


* K1DDETRMINSTER, famous fora coarſe woollen manufacture. 


+ See VIXOIL. 
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And it, her brood of inſeQs dies, 
You ſage aſſiſtance lend her; 

Can ſtoop to pimp for am'rous flies, 
And help *em to engender 


'Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 
And when the birth's at hand, 
Exerting your obſtetric pow'r 
Prevent a mothleſs land. 


Yet oh ! howe'er your tow'ring view 
Above groſs objects riſes, 

Whate'er refinements you purſue, 
Hear, what a friend adviſes : 


A friend, who, weigh'd with yours, muſt prize 
Douiriax's idle paſſion ; 

That wrought the death of teizing flies, 
But ne'er their propagation, 


Let FLavia's cyes more deeply warm, 1 
Nor thus your hearts determine, . 

To flight dame nature's faireſt form 
And ſigh for nature's vermin, 


And ſpeak with ſome reſpect of beaux, | 
Nor more as triflers treat em: p 
Tis better learn to ſave one's cloaths, 
Than cheriſh moths, that eat em. 


The ExTENT of COOKERY. 
Aliuſque et idem, 


HEN Tou to CMRRNIDOE firſt was ſent, | 
A plain brown bob he wore ; | 
Read much, and look'd as tho' he meant 
To be a top no more, 


See 
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gee him to Lincorw's Ixx repair, 
His reſolution flag; 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 
And tucks it in a bag. 


Nor Cox nor Sa1.KELD he regards, 
But gets into the houſe, 

And ſoon a judge's rank rewards 
His pliant votes and bows. 


Adieu, ye bobs! ye bags, give place! 
Full bottoms come inſtead 

Good EL,—d! to ſee the various ways 
Of dreſſing—a calf's head! 


nn... 


The PRO GREss of A ee 


A Common CAS x. 
Suade, nam certum eſl. 


Ays Ricnarpd to Thomas (and ſeem'd half afraid) 
8 « am thinking to marry thy miſtreſs's maid : 
Now, becauſe Mrs. Lucy to thee 1s well known, 

I will do't if thou bid'ſt me, or let it alone. 


Nay, don't make a jeſt on't; 'tis no jeſt to me; 

For faith I'm in earneſt, fo prithee be free. 

J have no fault to find with the girl ſince I knew her, 
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myſelf to her.“ 


Said Thomas to Ricyarp, © To ſpeak my opinion, 

There is not ſuch a bitch in King GeorGEe's dominion, 

And I firmly believe, if thou knew'ſt her as I do, 

Thou wou'dſt chuſe out a whipping poſt, firſt to be 
ty'd to. | 
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She's peeviſh, ſhe's thieviſh, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's old, 
And a lyar, and a foul, and a flut, and a ſcold.” 
Next day Rich ap hatten'd to church and was wed, 


And, ere night, had inform'd her what 'Tuomas had 
ſaid. 


AB AE LA-D. 


Trahit ſua quemque woluptas. 


ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young 
'{quire, 
To bring down a wife, whom the ſwains might admire: 
But in ſpight of whatever the mortal cou'd ſay, 
The goddeſs objected the length of the way ! 


To give up the op'ra, the park, and the ball, 

For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country-hall 
To have neither China nor India to ſee ! 

Nor a lace-man to plague in the morning — not ſhe ! 


To forſake the dear play-houſe, Quin, Garrick, and 


Clive, 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 
To ſorego the full box for his loneſome abode, 
O heav'ns ! the ſhou'd faint, ſhe ſhou'd dye on the 
road ! 


79 forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of France, 


And to leave dear Auguſte in the midſt of the dance, 


And Harlequin too !—'twas in vain to require it; 
And ſhe wonder'd how folks had the face to deſite it. 


dne might yield to reſign the ſweet- ſingers of Ruckholt, 

Vhere the citizen-matron ſeduces her cuckold ; 

du Ranelagh ſoon wou'd her footſteps recall, 

And the muſic, the lamps, and the glare of Vaux-hall. 
To 
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To be ſure ſhe cou'd breathe no where elſe than in 
town. 


Thus ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown: 


But the while honeſt Harry defpair'd to ſucceed, - 
A coach with a coronet trail'd her to Tweed. 


SLENDER's Ghoſt. Vid. SHakeEspear. 


Eneath a church-yard yew, 
Decay'd and worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I ſpy'd 
Poor SLENDER'S ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd, 
O ſweet, O ſweet Ax NE PAGE! 


Ye gentle bards! give ear! 
Who talk of amorous rage, 
Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, 
Come learn of me to weep your woes : 
O ſweet, O ſweet Ax NE PAGE! 


Why ſhou'd ſuch labour'd ſtrains 
Your formal mule engage? 

never dreamt of flame or dart, 

That fir'd my breaſt, or pierc'd my heart, 
But ſigh'd, O ſweet Anxe Pace ! 


And you! whoſe love-ſick minds 
No med'cine can aſſuage! 

Accule the leech's art no more, 

But learn of SLENDER to deplore ; 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne PAGE! 


And ye! whoſe ſouls are held, 

Like linnets in a cage! 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ſtrains! 

O ſweet, O tweet Ax XR PAGE! 


And 


In a well made effectual ſtring, 
Fain wou'd I fee Livipio (wing ! 
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And you who boaſt or grieve, 
W hat horrid wars ye wage! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 


Yet mean as I do, when I ſigh 


O ſweet, O ſweet ANNE PAGE! 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 

Of ſhepherd or of ſage! 
'Tis SLENDER'S voice, tis SLENDER's Way 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay. 

O ſweet, O ſweet Ax NE Pace! 


— 


The INVIDIO US. Maxr. 


Fortune! if my pray'r of old 
0 Was ne'er ſolicitous for gold, 


With better grace thou may'ſt allow 


My ſuppliant wiſh, that aſks it now. 
Yet think not! goddeſs! I require it 
For the ſame end your clowns deſire it. 


Hear him, from Tyburn's heighth bararguins, 
But ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging. 


Give me, O goddeſs ! ſtore of pelt, 
And he will tye the knot, himſelf. 


— 


The PRICE of an EQUI PAGE. 


| Serwum ft potes, Ole, non habere. 
Et regem potes, Ole, non habere. Max. 


Aſk'd a friend, amidſt the throng, 

W hoſe coach it was that trail'd along: 

The gilded coach there—don't ye mind ? 
* That, with the footmen ſtuck behind.” 

And | 


Vor. I. H O Sir! 


— — 
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O Sir! ſays he, what! han't ye ſeen it? 
"T's Damon's coach, and Damon in it, 
"Tis odd methinks you have forgot 
Your friend, your neighbour, and—what not! 
Your old acquaintance Damon !- True; 
But faith his equipage is new.” 

« Bleſs me, ſaid I, where can it end ? 
What madneſs has poſſeſs'd my friend? 
Four powder'd flaves, and thole the talleſt, 
Their ſtomachs doubtleſs not the ſmalleſt ! 
Can Duo x's revenue maintain 
In lace and food, ſo large a train? 
I know his land—each inch o ground 
»Tis not a mile to walk it round 
If Da uox's whole eſtate can bear 
To keep his lad, and one-horſe chair, 
I own *tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 
Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penſion— 

Thus does a falfe ambition rule us, 
Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us ; 
To keep a race of flick'ring knaves, 
He grows himſelf the worſt of ſlaves. 


Hir from OI TUR R. 


ET Sol, his annual journeys run, 
and when the radiant raſk is done, 
Confeſs, thro' all the globe, twou'd poſe him, 
Jo match the charms that Ceri ſhews him. 


Ard ſhou'd he boaſt he once had ſeen 

As juſt a form, as bright a mein, 

Vet mutt it ſtill for ever poſe him, 

To match—what CELIA never ſhews him, 
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INSCRIPTION. 


To the memory 
Of A. L. Eſquire, 
uſtice of the peace for this count: 
Who, in the Shak courſe of his pilgrimage 
Thro' a trifling ridiculous world, 
Maintaihing his proper dignity, 
Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill-diſpos'd perſons; 
And wits of the age, 
That naß his behaviour, 
Or cen ur'd his, breeding ; 
Following the dictates of nature, 
Deſiring to eaſe the afflied, 
Eager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
Without having for his end 
The noiſe, or report ſuch things generally cauſe 
In the world, | 
(As he was ſeen to perform them of none) 
But the ſole relief and happineſs, 


Himſelf reſting eaſy, 
— | When he cou'd render that ſo; 
| Not griping, or pinching himſelf, 
bl | To hoard gu ſuperfluities ; 
Not coveting to keep in his poſſeſſion 


What gives more diſquietude, than pleaſure 
But charitably diffuſing is 
To all round about him 
Making the moſt ſorrowful countenance 
To ſmile, 
In his preſence; 

Always beſtowing more than he was aſk'd, 
Always imparting before he was defir'd ; 
Nat proceeding in this manner, 

Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, ., 
But the moſt mature, and folemn deliberation s 
rn 1 V:ith an incredible preſence and undauntedneſs 
Ot mind; 


12 Wity 


Br - © 23 Be 
With an inimitable gravity and conomy 
f Of face; LF: 0 
Bidding loud defiance 
To politeneſs and the faſhion, 
PDar'd let a f—t. 


* 


Jon FN IN-7 
AVE you ne'er ſeen, my gentle *ſqu 
The humours of your kitchen fire? 
Says Nep to Sar, „I lead a ſpade, 
Why don't you play ?—the girl's afraid 
Play ſomething—any thing—but play— 
Tis but to pals the time away 
Phoo—how ſhe ſtands—biting her nails 
As tho' ſhe play'd for half her vails _ 
Sorting her cards, hagling and picking— 
We play for nothing, do us, chicken ?— 


That card will do—'blood never doubt it, 
It's not worth while to think about it.” 


Sar. thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, 


And Nev, ne'er ſtudying, won the game. 

Methinks, old friend, *tis wond'rous true, 
That verſe is but a game at loo. 

While many a bard, that ſhews ſo clearly 
He writes for his amuſement merely, 

Is known to ſtudy, fret, and toil; 

And play for nothing, all the while : 

Or praiſe at moſt ; for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er fignify'd a farthing more: 

Pill having vainly toil'd to gain it, 

He ſees your flying pen obtain it. 

Thro' fragrant ſcenes the trifler roves, 
And hallow'd haunts that Proenvs loves; 
Where with ſtrange heats his boſom glows, 
And myſtic flames the god beſtows. 

You now none other flame require, 
Than a good blazing parlour fire; 
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Write verſes—to defy the fcorners, 
In ſhit-houſes and chimney-corners. 
Sa found her deep-laid ſchemes were vain. 
The cards are cut come deal again— | 
No good comes on it when one lingers — 
II play the cards come next my hniers— 
Fortune cou'd never let Neb loo her, 
* When ſhe had left it wholly to her. 
Well, now who wins?why, ſtill the fame 
For SaL has loſt another game. | | 
« I've done; (ſhe mutter'd) I was ſaying, 
|: did not argufy my playing. 
$ me folks will win, they cannot chuſe, N 
br think or not think —ſome muſt lote, 
] ay nave won a game or {0 — 
zut then it was an age ago 
H ne'er will be my lot again— 
I won it of a baby then — 
ve me an ace of trumps and ſee, 
Dur NR D will beat me with a three. 
is all by luck that things are carry'de= . 
e'll ſuffer for it when he's marry'd, 
Thus SAL, with tears in either eye; 
hile victor Neb ſate titt'ring by. 
Thus I, long envying your ſucceſs, 
Ind bent to write and ſtudy lefs, my 
ate down, and ſcribbled in a trice, 
uſt what you ſee—and you deſpiſe. 
You, who can frame a tuneful ſong, 
nd hum it as you ride along ; Saks 
d, trotting on the king's high-way, 
ach from the hedge a ſprig of bay; 
ccept this verſe, howe'er it flows, 
tom one that is your friend in proſe. 
What is this wreath, ſo green! fo fair} 
hich many with, and few muſt wear? 
nich ſome men's indolence can gain, 
J ſome mens vigils ne'er obtain? 
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For what muſt Sar or poet ſue, 
Ere they engage with Negp or you 
For luck in verſe, for luck at loo? 
Ah no! 'tis genius gives you fame, 
And Nev, thro' ſkill, ſecures the game. 


111. 


A SorEMN MEDITATION 


HAT is this life, this active gueſt, 
Which robs our peaceful clay of reſt? 

This trifle, which while we retain, 
Cauſes inquietule and pain? 
This breath, which we no ſooner find, 
Than in a moment tis reſign'd? 
Whoſe momentary noiſe, when o'er, 
Is never, never heard of more! 
And even monarchs, when 1t ends, 
Become offenſive to their friends; 
Emit a putrid noiſome ſmell, 
To thoſe that lov'd 'em, e'er fo well! 


Pond'ring theſe things, within my heart, 
Surely, ſaid I—life is a f—t! 


ä 
— — 
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The POET and the DUN. 


Theſe are Meſſengers 
That feelingly perſuade me what I am. 


CSHAKESPEAL 


1741, 


OMES a dun in the morning and raps at n 
door 8 

„ made bold to call tis a twelvemonth and more- 

I'm ſorry, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir. — 

But Jos wou'd be paid, Sir, had Jos been a merces 


* 
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My friend have but patience -“ Ay the ſe ate you: 


ways.” 
have got but one ſhilling to ſerve me two days 
But, Sir—pinkee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I han't pad your bill, I have paid for your journey, 
Well, now thou art gone, let me governmy pathon, 
And calmly conader--- conſider? vexation! 
What whore that muſt paint, and muſt put on falt 
locks, 


And countetieii joy in the pangs of the pox! 


What beggar's wite's nephew, now ſtarv'd, and naw 
beat: n, 

Who, w-.:iting to eat, fears himſelf ſhall be eaten! 

W hat porter, what turnſpit can deem his cate hard! 

Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a bard! 

Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 
poorer, : 

Turn ſhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, vr procurer ; 

Get love, and reſpect, and good living, and pelt, 

And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. 

One's credit, however, of courſe will grow better ; 

Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter, 

„Dear Sir! I receiv'd your obliging epiſtle, 

Your fame is ſecure bid the critics go whiſtle. 

read over with wonder the poem you ſent me; 

And I muſt ſpeak your praiſes, no ſoul ſhall prevent 
me. 

The audience, believe me, cry'd out ev'ry line 

Was ſtrong, was affecting, was juſt, was divine; 

All pregnant, as gold 1s, with worth, weight, and 
beauty, 

And to hide ſuch a genius was---far from your duty, 

{ foreſee that the court will be hugely delighted: 

Sir RicuarD, for much a leſs genius was knighted. 

Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye ; 

{ cou'd ſay much more, but you're modeſt, I ſpare ye.“ 


| Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry, I call for my paper, 


And waſte that, and health, and my time, and my 
rcaper ; 
H 4 I ſcrib- 
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I ſcribble *till morn, when with wrath no ſmall ſtore, 


Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door, He 
+ Ah! friend, tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, | © Rec 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us to plague one another.” — 
| rot 

= Mm Anc 
Written at an Inn at HEN LEY. — 
O thee, fair freedom! ] retire Fer 
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din Wh 

Nor art thou found in manſions higher | The 
Than the low cott, or humble inn, we 

| 

»Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign : Forl 
And ev'ry health which I begin, And 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; Wh 
Such freedom crowne it, at an inn. 1 

| 

fly from pomp, I fly from plate! He | 
I fly from falſehood's ſpecious grin ! Four 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, And 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. — 

ft. rc 

And 


Here, waiter! take my ſordid ore, 
Which lacqueys elſe might hope to win; 
It buys, what courts have not in ſtore; 3 
It buys me freedom, at an inn. 


Whoe'er has travel'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been, 
May ſigh to think he ſtill has found 


The warmeſt welcome at an inn. Tek ® 
| 3 'S 

A” 8:1 N LE Sir 
Well 


HAT village but has ſometime ſeen 
| The clumſy ſhape, the frightful mein, | But) 


Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, [is 
Of that grim brute yclep'd a bear? E: no 
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He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 


- Recerv'd the curious form you ſee ; 


Who with her plaſtic tongue alone, 
Produc'd a viſage—like her o n. 

And thus they hint, in myſtic faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education * -— 
Perhaps yon crowd of ſwains is viewing 
Een now, the ſtrange exploits of Bruin; 
Who plays his antics, roars aloud ; 

The wonder of a gaping crowd ! 

So have I known an aukward lad, 
Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 
Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, 

And taught by kind mamma at home; 
Who gives him many a well try'd rule, 
With ways and means to play the fool. 
In ſenſe the fame, in ſtature higher, 

He ſhines, e'er long, a rural ſquire, 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtares, . 
His tenants of ſuperior ſenſe 

Carouze, and laugh; at his expence ; 
And deem the paſtime I'm relating, 

To be as pleaſant as bear-baiting. 
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* CIR, will you pleaſe to walk before?“ 
No, pray Sir--you are next the door— 
— Upon mine honour, I'Il not ſtir— 
Fir, I'm at home, conſider, Sir — 
*« Excuſe me, Sir, I'll not go ſirſt“ — 
Well, if I muſt be rude, I muſt— 
But yet T wiſh J cou'd evade it 
Tis ſtrangely clowniſh, be perſuaded — 
Go forward, cits! go forward, {quires ! ' 
Nor ſcruple each, what each admires. 
Hs 


fond mairon's education 


Life 


E 254 J 


Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceedings, 
It flies, while you diſplay your breeding; 

Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 

Or ſome old dancing-maſter teaches, 

O for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, 

Half crazy, or, at leaſt, half mellow, 

To come behind you unawares, 

And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs; 

But death's at hand—let me adviſe ye, 

Go forward, friends! or he'll ſurpriſe ye, 

Beſides, how inſincere you are! 

Do ye not flatter, lye, forſwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this—to lead the way ? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove; 
That, tho' we drink, or game, or love, 
As that or this is moſt in faſhion, 
Precedence is our ruling paſſion, 

When college-ſtudents take degrees, 
And pay the beadle's endleſs fees, 

What moves that ſcientific body, 

But the firſt cutting at a gawdy ? 

And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare conditions, 
That ſtarve and languiſh as phyſicians, 
Content to trudge the ſtreets, and ſtare at 
The fat apothecary's chariot ? 

But that, in CARLO r's chamber (ſee 
Moliraf's Medecin malgre lui) 

The leach, howe'er his fortunes vary, 

Still walks before the apothecary. 

Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 
And all that ſhines, and all that warms ; 
In vain all human race adore her, 

For—lady Maxx ranks before her, 

O CtL1a, gentle CeL1a! tell us, 

You who are neither vain, nor jealous! 
The ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mein! 
Wou'd you not feel ſome little ſpleen, 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, 
If FLonimeL, your equal now, 


Sbou'd, 
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Shou'd, one day, gain precedence of ye ? 
Firſt ſerv'd—tho' in a diſh of coffee? 
Plac'd firſt, altho* where you are found, 
You gain the eyes of all around ? 
Nam'd firſt, tho” not with half the fame, 
That waits my charming CELIA's name? 
Hard fortune! barely to inſpire 
Our fix'd eſteem, and fond deſire ! 
Barely, where'er you go, to prove 
The ſource of univerſal love!— 
Yet be content, obſerving this, 
Honour's the offspring of caprice : 
And worth, howe'er you have purſu'd it, 
Has now no pow'r - but to exclude it. 
You'll find your general reputation 
A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. | 
Poor Swirr, With all his worth, cou'd ne'er, 
He tells us. hope to riſe a peer; 
So, to ſupply it, wrote for tame: 
And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. 
A common patriot has a drift, 
Not quite ſo innocent as SwirT : 
In Bx1Tain's cauſe he rants, he labours ; 
He's honeſt, faith” have patience, neighbours ?* 
For patriots may ſometimes deceive, 
May beg their friend's reluQant leave, 
To ſerve them in a higher ſphere ; 
And drop their virtue, to get there, "4 
As Luci tells us, in his faſhion, 
How fouls put off each earthly paſſion, 
Ee on ELyz1uUm's flow'ry ſtrand, 
Old CHaron ſuffer'd 'em to land; 
So ere we meet a court's careſſes, 
No doubt our ſouls muſt change their dreſſes > 
And ſouls there be, who, bound that way, 
Attire themſelves ten times a day. 
It then 'tis rank which all men cover, 
And faints alike and ſinners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
Lo thick, that few can get along; 
For 
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For which ſuch ſervile toils are ſeen, 
Who's happier than a king ?—a queen. 
Howe'er men aim at elevation, 
"Tis properly a female paſſion : 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meaſure 
Are charm'd with rank's extatic pleaſure. 
Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 
You'd hint a beau were not a man : 
Say, women then are fond of places ; 
I wave all diſputeable caſes. 
A man perhaps would ſomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coſt— a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on't ; 
He might delib'rate once or twice on't 
Perhaps aſk GaTarer's advice on't. 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Wou'd hardly purchaſe it with gold. 
But women wiſh precedence ever ; 
"Tis their whole life's ſupreme endeavour; 
It fires their youth with jealous rage, 
And ſtrongly animates their age. 
Perhaps they would not fell out-right, 
Or maim a limb that was in ſight; 
Yet, on worſe terms, they ſometimes chuſe it 
Nor, ev'n in puniſhments, retu! © it. 
Pre- eminence in pain, you cry! 
All fierce and pregnant with reply, 
But lend vour patience, and your car, 
An argument thall make it clear. 
zut hold, an argument may fail, 
Beſides my title fays, 4 tale. 
Where Avo rolls her winding ſtream, 
Avox, the Muſe's fav'rite theme ! 
Avorx, that fils the farmer's purſes, 


And decks with flow'rs both farms, and verſes, 


She viſits many a fertile vale 

Such was the fcene of this my tale. 

For 'tis in Evi'sn+m's vale, or near nt, 

That folks with laughter tell, and hear it. 
The foil with annual plenty bleſt 

Wa: by young Corxvypon pollett, 
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His youth alone J lay before ye, 
As moſt material to my ſtory : 
For ſtrength and vigour too, he had 'em, 
And 'twere not much amils, to add 'em. 
Thrice happy lout! whoſe wide domain 
Now green with graſs, now gilt with grain, 
In ruſſet robes of clover deep, 
Or thinly veil'd, and white with ſheep ; 
Now fragrant with the beau's perfume, 
Now purpled with the pulſe's bloom, 
Might well with bright alluſions ſtore me; 
—Þut happier bards have been before me! 
Amongſt the various year's increaſe, 
The ſtripling own'd a held of peaſe; 
Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours, 
Were haunted by tome female neighbours. 
Each morn diſcover'd to his fight 
The ſhameful havock of the night; 
Traces of this they left behind 'em, 
But no inſtructions where to find 'em. 
The devil's works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſeen the devil. 
Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of EcyarD, who has laid it, 
Contriv'd with SaTax how to fool us; 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
Zut then old Noll was one in ten, 
And fought him more than other men, 
Our ſhepherd too, with like attention, 
May meet the female tends we mention. 
He roſe one morn at break of dav, 
And near the field in ambuſh lay: 
When lo! a brace of girls appears, 
The third, a matron much in years. 
Smiling. amidſt the peale, the ſinners 
Sat down to cull their tuture dinners ; 
And, caring littte who might own 'em, 
Mae tree as tho' themſelves had ſow 'em. 
is worth a ſage's obſervation | 


How love can make a jeit of pa-lion, 
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Anger had ſorc'd the ſwain from bed, 
His carly dues to love unpaid ! 
And love, a god that keeps à pother, 
And will be paid one time or other, 
Now banith'd anger out o' door; 
And claim'd the debt withheld before. 
If anger bid our youth revile, 
Love form'd his features to a ſmile : 
And knowing well *twas all grimace, 
To threaten with a ſmiling face, 
He in tew words expreſs'd his mind 
And none would deem them much unkind, 
The am'rous youth, for their oftence, 
Demanded inſtant recompence : 
That recompence from each, which ſhame 
Forbics a baſhful muſe to name. 
Yet, more this ſentence to diſcover, 
Twas what BeTT * * grants her lover, 
When he, to make the ſtrumpet willing, 
Has ſpent his fortune—to a ſhilling, 

Each ſtood a while, as 'twere ſuſpended, 
And loath to do what—each intended, 

At length with ſoft pathetic ſighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies, 

Tis vain to ſtrive—juſtice, I know, 
And our ill ſtars will have it ſo— 
But let my tears your wrath aſſuage, 
And ſhew ſome deference for age ! 
T from a diſtant village came, 
Am old, G— knows, and ſomething lame 3 
And if we yield, as yield we mult, 
Diſpatch my crazy body firſt 

Our ſhepherd, like the Phrygian ſwain, 
When circled round on Ip a's plain, 
With goddeſſes he ſtood ſuſpendeq, 
And PaLLas's grave ſpeech was ended, 
Own'd what ſhe aſk'd might be his duty; 
But paid the compliment to beauty, 
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To be performed by Dr. BazTTLe, and a Chorus 
of HaLEs-owEn CITIZENS. 


The Inſtrumental Part, a Viol d' Amour. 
A I R by the Docros. 


WAKE ! I fay, awake good people! 
And be for once alive and gay; 
Come let's be merry ; ſtir the tipple ; 
How can you ſleep, 


Whilſt 1 do play? how can you fleep, Cc. 
CHORUS of Ciriztns. 


Pardon, O! pardon, great muſician ! 
On drowſy fouls ſome pity take ! 
For wond'rous hard is our condition, 
To drink thy beer. 
Thy ſtrains to hear ; 

To drink, 
To hear, 
And keep awake ! 


SOLO by the Docros. 


Hear but this ſtrain—'twas made by HAN DET, 
A wight of ſkill, and judgment deep! 

Zoonters they're gone---SaL, bring a candle 
No, here is one, and he's afleep. | 
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Ds. — How cou'd they go, [Soft muſe. 
Whilſt I do play? 
SAL. == How cou'd they go? [Warlike mujic, 


How ſhou'd they ſtay ? 
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EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of CIO E. 


ELL, ladies - ſo much for the tragic ſtile — 

And now the cuſtom is to make you ſmile. 
To make us ſmile !—methinks I hear you ſay==—— 
Why, who can help it, at ſo ſtrange a play ? 
The captain gone three years I- and then to blame 
The faultleſs conduct of his virtuous dame! 
My ſtars !/—what gentle belle would think it treaſon, 
When thus provok'd, to give the brute ſome reaſon ? 
Out of my houſe !—this night, forſooth depart ! 
A modern wife had ſfaid—* With all my heart = 
But think not, haughty Sir, I'll go alone! 
Order your coach—conduct me ſafe to town - 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid 

And pray take care my pin-money be paid.” 

Such is the language of each modiſh fair! 

Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
he time has been when modeſty and truth 

Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth; 
When women hid their necks, and veil'd their ace. 


Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd at public places, 

Nor took the airs of amazons for graces : 

hen plain domeſtic virtues were the mode, 

and wives ne'er dreamt of happineſs abroad; 

'I'hey lov'd their children, learnt no flaunting airs, 

But with the joys of wedlock mix'd the cares. 

"hoſe times are paſt——yet ſure they merit praiſe, 

For marriage triumph'd in-thoſe golden days : 

By chaſte decorum they affection gain'd ; 

By faith and fondneſs what they won, maintain'd 
Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thoſe days agen, 

And form anew the hearts of thoughtleſs men; 

Make beauty's luſtre amiable as bright, 

And give the foul, as well as ſenſe, delight; 

Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 

That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and.the ſtage 


* 
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Let truth and tenderneſs your breaſts adorn, 

The marriage chain with tranſport ſhall be worn; 
Each blooming virgin rais'd into a bride, 

Shall double all their joys, their cares divide; 
Alleviate grief, compoſe the jars of ſtrife, 

And pour the balm that ſweetens human life. 


MO RAI. 


MORAL PIECES. 


1H E 


JUDGMENT of HERCULES. 


Hile blooming ſpring deſcends from genial ſkies, 
Ry whoſe mild influence inſtant wonders riſe ; 

From whoſe ſoft breath Elyfian beauties flow ; 
The ſweets of HacLey, or the pride of STows ; 
Will LYyTTELTON the rural landſkip range, 
Leave noiſy fame, and not regret the change? 
Pleas'd will he tread the garden's early ſcenes, 
And learn a moral from the riſing greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enliv'ning pow'r, 
The weed, aſpiring, emulates the flow'r : 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms diſplay'd, 
Invites, from grateful hands, their gen'rous aid : 
Soon, if none check th' invaſive foe's deſigns, 


The lively luſtre of theſe ſcenes declines ? 
Tis 
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"Tis thus, the ſpring of youth, the morn of lite 
Rears in our minds the rival ſeeds of ſtrife, 
Then patlion riots, reaſon then contends ; 
And, on the conqueſt, ev'ry bliſs depends: 
Life, from the nice deciſion, takes its hue: 
And bleſt thoſe judges who decide like you! 
On worth like theirs ſhall every bliſs attend: 
The world their fav'rite, and the world their friend, 
There are, who blind to thought's fatiguing ray, 
As fortune gives examples, urge their way : 
Not virtue's foes, tho” they her path decline, 
And ſcarce her friends, tho' with her friends they join, 
In her's, or vice's caſual road advance 
Thoughtleſs, the ſinners or the faints of chance! 
Yet ſome more nobly ſcorn the vulgar voic? ; 
With judgment fix, with zeal purſue their choice, 
When ripen'd thought, when reaſon born to reign, 
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 
While paſſion's lawleſs tides, at their command, 
Glide thro! more uſeful tracts, and bleſs the land. 
Happieſt of theſe is he whote matchleſs mind, 
By learning ſtrengthen'd, and by taſte refin'd, 
in virtue's cauſe eſſay'd its earlieſt pow'rs ; 
Chote virtge's paths, and ftrew'd her paths with 
„br. E 0 S 
The firſt alarm'd, if freedom waves her wings: 
The fitteſt to adorn each art ſhe brings: 
{ ov'd by that prince whom ev'ry virtue fires : 
Prais'd by that bard whom ev'ry muſe inſpires : 
Bleſt in the tuneful art, the ſocial flame; 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame! 
'T'was youth's perplexing ſtage his doubts inſpir'd, 
When great ALC1DE5 to a grove retir'd, 
1'hro' the lone windings of a devious glade, 
| Refign'd to thought, with ling'ring ſteps he ſtray'd; 
Bleit with a mind to taſte ſincerer jovs : 
Arm'd with a heart each falſe one to deſpiſe. 
Dubious he ftray'd, with wav'ring thoughts poſſeſt, 
Alternate patlions ſtruggling ſhar'd his breaſt ; 
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The various arts which human cares divade, 

In deep attention all his mind employ'd: 
Anxious, it fame an equal bliſs ſecur'd ; 

Or ſilent eaſe with ſofter charms allur'd. 

The ſylvan choir whoſe numbers fweetly fow'd, 
The fount that murmur'd, and the flow'rs that blow'd 
The filver flood that in meanders led 

His glut'ring ſtreams along th' enliven'd mead ; 
"The ſoothing breeze, and all thoſe beauties join'd, 
Which, whilſt they pleaſe, effeminate the mind, 
In vain! while diftant, on a ſummit rais'd, 

Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attractive blaz'd. 

While thus he trac'd thro' fancy's puzzling maze 
The ſep'rate ſweets of pleaſure, and of praiſe; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, 

And a new luftre gain'd upon the ſhade. 

At once, before his wond'ring eyes were ſeen 
Two female forms, of more than mortal mein. 
Various their charms; and, in their dreſs and face, 
Each ſcem'd to vie with ſome peculiar grace. 
This, whoſe attire lefs clogg'd with art appcar'd, 
The ſimple ſweets of innocence endear'd. 

Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious eye, 
Shew'd native merit mix'd with modeſty. 

Her air diffus'd a mild yet awetul ray, 

Severely ſweet, and innocet:tly gay. 

Such the chaſte image of tne martial maid, 

In artleſs folds of virgin white array'd! 

She let no borrow'd roſe her cheeks adorn, 

Her bluſhing cheeks, that ſham'd the purple morn, 
Her charms nor had, nor wanted arttul toils, 

Or ſtudy'd geſtures, or well practis'd tmiles. 

She ſcorn'd the toys which rc:der beauty leſs; 

She prov'd th' engaging, Chaiiity of drels 

And while ſhe choſe in native charms to thine, 
Ev'n thus ſhe feem'd, nay more than ſcem'd, divine. 
One modeſt em'rald claſp'd the robe the wore, 
And, in her hand, th' imperial ſword ſhe bore, 
Sublime her i.eighth, majeſtic was her pace, 

And match'd the aweful honours of her face. 
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The ſhrubs, the flow'rs, that deck'd the verdant 


ground, 


Seem'd, where ſhe trod, with riſing luſtre crown'd? 
Still her approach with ſtronger influence warm'd ; 
She pleas'd,while diſtant, but, when near, ſhe charm'd. 


So ſtrikes the gazer's eye, the ſilver gleam 

That glitt'ring quivers o'er a diſtant ſtream : 

But from its banks we ſee new beauties riſe, 

And, m its cryſtal boſom, trace the ſktes. 
With other charms the rival viſion glow'd ; 

And from her dreſs her tinſel beauties flow'd. 

A flutt'ring robe her pamper'd ſhape conceal'd, 

And ſeem'd to ſhade the charms it belt reveal'd, 

Its form, contriv'd her faulty ſize to grace; 

Its hue, to give freſh luſtre to her face. 

Her plaited hair diſguis'd with brilliants giar'd ; 

Her cheeks the ruby's neighb'ring luſtre ſhar'd ; 

The gawdy topaz lent its gay ſupplies, 

And ev'ry gem that ſtrikes leſs curious eyes; 


Expos'd her breaſt with foreign ſweets perfum'd ; 
And, round her brow, a roſeate garland bloom'd. 


Soft ſmiling, bluſhing lips conceal'd her wiles ; 
Yet ah! the bluſhes artful as the ſmiles. 
Oft-gazing on her ſhade, th' enraptur'd fair 
Decreed the ſubſtance well deſerv'd her care: 
Her thoughts, to other's charms malignly bling, 
Center'd in that, and were to that confin'd ; 
And if on other's eyes a glance were thrown, 
'Twas but to watch the influence of her own. 
Much like her guardian, fair CYTHEtRA's queen, 
When for her warrior ſhe .refines her mein; 

Or when, to bleſs her DEL1an fav'rite's arms, 
The radiant fair invigorates her charms. 

Mauch like her pupil, EcyeT's ſportive dame, 
Her dreſs expreſſive, and het air the ſame, 
When her gay bark o'er ſilver CVD Vos roll'd. 
And all th' emblazon'd ſtreamers wav'd in gold. 
Such ſhone the viſion ; nor forbore, to move, 
The fond contagious airs of lawleſs love, 

Each wanton eye deſuding glances fir'd, 

And am'rous dimples on each cheek conſpit'd. 
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Liſeleſs her gait, and flow, with ſeeming pain, 

She dragg'd her loitering limbs along the plain; 

Yet made ſome faint efforts, and firſt approach'd 

the ſwain. 

So glaring draughts, with tawdry luſtre bright, 

Spring to the view, and ruth upon the ſight : 

More flowly charms a Rayenaetr's chaſter air, 

Waits the calm ſearch, and pays the ſearcher's care. 
Wrap'd in a pleas'd fuſpence, the youth ſurvey'd 

The various charms of cach attractive mand : 

Alternate each he view'd, ard each admit d,. 

And found, alternate, varying flames inſpn'd, 

Quick o'er their forms his eyes with pleaſure ran, 

Wren ſhe, who firſt approach'd him, firſt began. 
« Hitner, dear boy, direct thy wand'ring eyes 

Tis here the lovely vale of pleaſure lies. 

Debate no more, to me thy life rengn ; 

Each ſweet which nature can diffuſe is mine 

For me the nymph diverſifies her pow'r, 

Springs in a tree, or bloſſoms in a fiow'r ; 

To pleaſe my ear, ſhe tunes the linnet's ſtrains 

To pleaſe my eye, with lilies paints the plains ; 

To form my couch, in moſſy beds ſhe grow: ; 


| Togratify my ſmell, perfumes the role ; 


Reveals the fair, the tertile ſcene you ſee, 
\nd ſwells the vegetable world, for me. 
Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purſue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few: 
Waere chance from courage claims the boaſted prize : 
Where, tho' ſhe give, your country oft denies, 
Induſtrious thou lhall CueyipD's wars maintain, 
And ever gently fight his ſoft campaign. 
His darts alone ſhalt wield, his wounds endure, 
Yet only ſuffer, to enjoy the cure. 
Yield but to me—a choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
And fire thy breaſt, and bleſs thy raviſh'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer role ſhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear ; 
Where fondly thou thy favour'd head ſhall reſt, 
doft as the down that ſwells the cygnet's neft ! 
Vol. I. [ While 
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While PH1L.owMeL in each ſoft voice complain, 


And gently lulls thee with mellifluous ſtrains 
Whilſt, with each accent, ſweeteſt odours flow ; 
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And ſpicy gums round ev'ty boſom glow. ab 
Not the fam'd bird Arabian climes admire, ne ö 
Shall in ſuch luxury of ſweets expire. 4 
At ſloth let war's victorious ſons exclaim ; ya 
In vain ! for pleaſure is my real name: von 

Nor envy thou the head with bavs o'er grown ; ou 1 
a * - DO 7 In wh 
No, ſeek thou roſes to adorn thy own: 0 
For well each op' ning ſcene, that claims my care, Dy 


Suits and deſerves the beauteous crown I wear. . 
Let others prune the vine; the genial bou 1 


Shall crown thy table, and enlarge foul. ＋ 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, Think 
So the gay produce glitter ſtill on thine. Wher 
Indulgent Baccnvs loads his lab'ring tree, What 
And, guarding, gives its cluſt'ring ſweets to me, What 


For my lov'd train, AeoLLo's piercing beam 
Darts thro' the paſſive glebe, and frames the gem Wher 
See in my cauſe conſenting gods employ'd, . 
Nor ſlight thoſe gods, their bleſſings unenjoy'd ! Ambir 
For thee the poplar ſhall its amber drain ; ; 
For thee, in clouded beauty, ſpring the cane; Nor f 
Some coſtly tribute ev'ry clime thall pay; : 


- N . Or no! 
Some charming treaſure ev'ry wind convey ; "aps 
Each object round ſome pleaſing ſcene ſhall yield ; "ſte 
Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy held; Wes 
Of CoxrrnTa's order ſhall the ſtructure riſe; 5 4k 
The ſpiring turrets glitter thro' the ſkies ; To the 
Thy coſtly robe ſhall glow with 'Tyrian rays ; To fo 
'Thy vaſe ſhall ſparkle, and thy car ſhall blaze ; Nad u 
Vet thou, whatever pomp the ſun diſplay, pg 
Shalt on the am'rous night excceds the day. * th 


When melting flutes, and ſweetly- ſounding lyre: Coo! 
Wake the gay loves, and cite the young deſires; 
Or, in th' Ionian dance, ſome fav'rite maid 
Improves the flame her ſparkling eyes convey'd ; 
Think can'ſt thou quit a glowing DELIA's arms, 
To feed on virtue's viſionary charms ? 
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: Night the joys which wit and youth engage, 
For the faint honour of a frozen ſage ? 

[0 find dull envy ev'n that hope deface, 

and. where you toil'd for glory, reap diſgrace * 

O! think that beauty waits on thy decree, 
ind thy lov'd lovelieſt charmer pleads with me, 
che, whoſe ſoft ſmile, or gentler glance to move, 
You vow'd the wild extremities of love; 

In whoſe endearments years, like moments, flew ; 
For whoie endearments millions ſeem'd too few; 
She, ſhe implores ; ſhe bids thee ſeize the prime, 
And tread with her the flow'ry tracts of time; 

Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beſtow 

On ſome cold lover, or inſulting foe. 

Think, if againſt that tongue thou canſt rebel, 
\Vhere love yet dwelt, and reaſon ſeem'd to dwel! . 
\What ſtrong perſuaſion arms her fofter fighs! 
What full conviction ſparkles in her eyes! 

See nature ſmiles, and birds ſalute the ſhade, 
Where breathing jaſmin ſcreens the ſleeping mai. 
And fuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 
Ambition ſeeks more humble joys than love! 
There buſy toil ſhall ne'er invade thy reign, 

Nor ſciences perplex thy lab'ring brain: 

Or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 

Nor other arts but to prolong delight: 

dometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 

To praiſe a pendant, or to grace a ring ; 

To fix the dreſs that ſuits each varying mein ; 
To ſhew where heſt the cluſtering gems are ſeen : 
To ſigh ſoft ſtrains along the voca! grove, 

And tell the charms, the ſweet effects of love! 
Nor fear to find a coy diſdainful muſe; 

Nor think the ſiſters will their aid refuſe. 

Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent ſhades, 
doft ſcenes of leiſure! ſuit th' harmonious maids - 
And all the wiſe, and all the grave decree 

dome of that ſacred train ally'd to me. 

But if more ſpecious caſe thy wiſhes claim, 
nd thy breaſt glow with faint defire of fame, 
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Some ſofter ſcience ſhall thy thoughts amule, 
And learning's name a ſolemn found diftuſe ; 
To thee all nature's curious ſtores I'll bring, 
Explain the beauties of an inſect's wing; 
The plant, which nature, leſs diffuſely kind, 
Has to few climes with partial cares conhn'd : 
The ſhell ſhe ſcatters with more careleſs air, 
And, in her frolics, ſeems ſupremely fair; 
The worth that dazzles in the tulip's ſtains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebb'e's various veins. 

Sleep's downy god, averſe to war's alarms, 
Shall o'er thy head diffuſe his ſofteſt charms ; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repoſe aſſail, 
Or care, my moſt deſtructive foe, prevail. 
The watry nymphs ſhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repoſe, inform, with rival joy, 


Their ſtreams to murmur, and their winds to ſig! 


Thus ſhalt thou ſpend the ſweetly-flowing day, 
Till loſt in bliſs thou breathe thy ſoul away : 
Till the r Elyſian bow'rs of joy repair, 

Nor find my charming ſcenes exceeded there.” 
She ceas'd; and on a hily'd bank reclin'd, 
Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind: 

One tender hand her drooping head ſuſtains; 
One points, expreſſive, to the flow'ry plains. 
Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence ro! 
Deep in his breaſt, to melt his manly foul : 

As when Favoni1vs joins the ſolar blaze, 

And each fair fabric of the froſt decays. 

Soon, to his breaſt, the ſoft harangue convey d 
Reſolves too partial to the ſpecious maid. 

He ſigh'd, he gaz'd, ſo ſweetly ſmil'd the dame; 
Yet ſighing, gazing, ſeem'd to ſcorn his flame; 
And, oft as virtue caught his wand'ring eye, 
A crimſon bluſh condemn'd the riſing ſigh. 


Twas ſuch the ling'ring TroJax's ſhame betray's. 


When Ma1a's fon the frown of Jove diſplay'd: 


When wealth, fame, empire, cou'd no balance pro": 


For the ſoft reign of D1po, and of love. 
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hus ill with arduous glory love confpires : 
oft tender flames with bold impetuous fires 

Some hov'ring doubts his anxious boſom mov'd, 
\nd virtue, zealous fair! thoſe doubts improv'd. 

« Fly, fly, tond youth, the too indulgent maid, 
Nor err, by ſuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray'd, 
Tho in my path the rugged thorn be ſeen, 
and the dry turt diſclote a tainter green; 
Tho' no gay roſe, or flow'ry product ſhine, 
The barren ſurtace ſtill conceals the mine. 
Lach thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grows 
In virtue's path, ſuperior ſweets beſtows 
Yet ſhou'd thoſe boaſted, ſpecious toys allure, 
\Whence cou'd fond ſloth the flait'ring gifts procure ? 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond deſire, 
'Tis I alone, her greateſt foe acquire. 
from old ocean rob the treaſur'd ſtore ! 
thro' each region, latent gems explore; 
was I the rugged brilliant firſt reveal'd, 
By num'rous ſtrata deep in earth conceal'd 
is I the ſurface yet refine, and ſhew 
The modeſt gem's intrinſic charms to glow. 
Nor (wells the grape, nor ſpires its feeble tree 
Without the firm ſupports of induttry. 

But grant we floth the ſcene herfeif has drawn, 
The moſſy grotto, and the flow'ry lawn; 
let PHILoMELA tune th' harmonious gale, 
And with each breeze eternal {weets exhale; 
Let gay Pomona light the plains around, 
And chuſe, for faireit fruits, the favour'd ground ; 
To bleſs the fertile vale ſhould virtue ceaſe, 
Nor moſſy grots, nor flow'ry lawns cou'd pleats , 
Nor gay Poxtowa's luſcious gifts avail, 
The found harmonious, or the ſpicy gale. 


deeſt thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp ariſe, 


Waoſe rugged cliffs deform th' encircling ſkies ? 
Thoſe fields, whence Protnus all their moiſture 
drains, 
And, too profuſely fond, diſrobes thc plains? 
When I vouchſafe to tread the barren ſoil, 
Thoſe rocks ſeems lovely, and thoſe deferts ſmile. 
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I he form thou vieweſt, to ev'ry ſcene with eat Ani 
Transfers its charms, and ev'ry ſcene can pleaſe Aid 
When I have on thoſe pathleſs wilds appear'd, His 
And the lone wand'rer with my preſence chear'd ; His 
TT hofe cliffs the exile has with pleaſure view'd, Ple: 
And call'd that deſert bliſsful folitude ! Ho! 

Nor I alone to ſuch extend my care: 8 
Fair blooming health ſurveys her altars there. Ane 
Brown exerciſe will lead thee where ſhe reigns, Ne: 
And with reflected luſtre gild the plains. Fro 
With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride.“ [ 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, reſide. Th 
One ready off' ring ſuits each neighb'ring ſhrine; To 
And all obey their laws who practiſe mine. All, 

But health averſe from ſloth's ſmooth region flies; Ti: 
And, in her abſence, pleaſure droops and dies. Thi: 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repote, Th: 
Smile where ſhe ſmiles, and ſicken when ſhe goes, duc 
A galaxy of pow'rs! whoſe forms appear ANC 
For ever beauteous, and for ever near. The 

Nor will ſoft ſleep to ſloth's requeſt incline, 1 
He from her couches flies unbid to mine. All 

Vain is the ſparkling bowl, the warbling ſtrain, Tu 
Th' incentive ſong, the labour'd viand vain! In a 
Where ſhe relentleſs reigns without controul, Not 
And checks each gay excurſion of the ſoul: Not 
Unmov'd, tho' beauty, deck'd in all its charms, Fer 
Grace the rich couch, and ſpread the ſofteſt arms 2-4 
Till joyleſs indolence ſuggeſts defires: On 
Or drugs are ſought to furniſh languid fires: Pea 
Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, Nor 
Barren of bliſs, but fertile of decay. Nor 
As artful heats, apply'd to thirſty lands. ol 
Produce no flow'rs, and but debaſe the ſands. As! 

But let fair health her chearing ſmiles impart, Her 
How ſweet is nature, how ſuperfluous art! Alas 
Tis ſhe the fountain's ready draught commends, Doo 
And ſmooths the flinty couch which fortune lends, Ay. 
And, when my hero from his toils retires, A fi 


Fills his gay boſom with unuſual fires. f And 
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And, while no checks th' unbounded joy reprove, 
Aids and refines the genuine ſweets of love. 
His faireſt proſpect riſing trophies frame: 
His ſweeteſt muſic is the voice of fame; 
Pleaſures o floth unknown! ſhe never found 
How fair the proſpect, or how ſweet the found. 
See *ame's gay ſtructure from yon ſummit charms, 
And fires the manly breaſt to arts or arms: 
Nor wread the ſteep aſcent, by which you rife 
From grov'ling vales to tow'rs which reach the ſkies, 
Love, fame, eſteem, 'tis labour muſt acquire; 
The ＋ offspring of a rigid fire! 
To fx the friend, your ſervice muſt be ſhewn ; 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wond':ing GarEce your portrait may admire, 
That tuneful bards may ſtring for you their lyre, 
That books may praite, or coins record your name, 
Such, 1uch rewards *t1s toil alone can claim! 
And the fame column which diſplays to view 
The conqu'ror's name, diſplays the N too. 
'Twas flow experience, tedious miſtreſs! taught 
All that e'er nobly \.oke, or bravely fought. 
'Twas the the patriot, ſhe the bard refin'd, 
In arts that ſerve, protect, or pleaſe mankind. 
Not the vain viſions of inactive ſchools ; 
Not fancy's maxims, not opinion's rules 
E'er form'd the man whoſe gen'rous warmth extend; 
T” enrich his country, or to ſerve his friends. 
On active worth the laurel war beſtows: 
Peace rears her olive for induſtrious brows : 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind ſupplies - 
Nor heav'n its ſhow'rs, without a ſacrifice. 
See far below ſuch grov'ling ſcenes of ſhame, 
As lull to reſt I6navia's flumb'ring dame. 
Her friends, from all the toils of fame ſecure, 
Alas! inglorious, greater toils endure, 
Doom'd all to mourn, who in her cauſe engage, 
A youth enervate, and a painful age! 
A fickly ſapleſs maſs, if reaſon flies; 
And, if ſhe linger, impotently wile! 
| BP 
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A thoughtleſs, train, who pamper'd, fleek, and 9 


Invite old age, and revel youth away; 

From life's treſh vigour move the load of care, 
And idly place it where they leaſt can bear. 

When to the mind, diſeas'd, for aid they fly, 
What kind reflection ſhall the mind ſupply ? 

When, with loſt health, what ſhou'd the loſs alla; 
Peace, peace is loſt: a comfortleſs decay! 


But to my friends, when youth, when pleaſure flies, 


And earth's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
Thro' death's dark viſta flowery tracks are ſeen, 
Elyſian plains, and groves for ever green. 
If o'er their lives a refluent glance they caſt, 
Their's is the preſent who can praiſe the paſt. 
Life has its bliſs for theſe, when paſt its bloom, 
As wither'd roſes yield a late perfume. 

Serene, and ſafe from paſſion's ſtormy rage, 
How calm they glide into the port of age! 
Of the rude voyage leſs depriv'd than eas'd 
More tir'd than pain'd, and weaken'd than diſeas'd. 
For health on age 'tis temp'rance muſt beſtow ; 
And peace from piety alone can flow ; 
And all the incenſe bounteous Jove requires, 
Has ſweets for him who feeds the ſacred fires.— 


Sloth views the tow'rs of fame with envious eyes, 


Defirous ſtill, ſtill impotent to riſe. 

Oft, when reſolv'd to gain thoſe bliſsful tow'rs, 

The penſive queen the dire aſcent explores, 

Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 

Some ſilvan muſic, or ſome ſcented breeze: 

She turns her head, her own gay realm ſhe ſpies, 

And all the ſhort-liv'd reſolution dies. 

Thus fome fond inſects fault'ring pinions wave, 

Claſp'd in its fav'rite ſweets, a laſting ſlave: 

And thus in vain theſe charming, viſions pleaſe 

The wretch of glory, and the ſlave of eaſe: 

Doom'd ever in ignoble ſtate to pine, 

Boaſt her own ſcenes, and languiſh after mine. 
But ſhun her ſnares: nor let the world exclaim, 


Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy 1 5 5 
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With early hope thine infant actions fir'd; 
Let manhood crown what infancy inſpir'd. 
Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days, 
Prolong thy prime, and eternife thy praiſe, 
The bold exploit that charms th' atteſting age, 
Jo lateſt times ſhall gen'rous hearts engage; 
And with that myrtle ſhall thy ſhrine be crown'd, 
With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound : 
Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 
And raiſe a temple where it found a tomb. 

Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Gx ECIA Ns join? 
Shall pour the ſparkling juice to Jove's and thine. 
'Thine, us'd in war, ſhall raiſe their native fire; 
Thine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith inſpire. 
Dullnefs perhaps thro” want of ſight, may blame, 
And ſpleen, with odious induſtry, defame ; 

And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 
And this, in ſecret ſadneſs, own them due: 
Contempt and envy were by fate deſign'd 

The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 
Contempt, which none, but who deſerve, can bear ; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame repair, 

For know, the gen'rous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
'Thine ev'ry friend it ſuits thce to require, 

Lov'd by the gods, and, till their feats I ſhew, 
Lov'd by the good their images below.” 

Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ſkies ! 
My guide! my queen ! th' extatic youth replies. 
In thee I trace a form deſign'd for ſway ; 

Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. 
And, by thy bright immortal friends I ſwear, 
Thy fair idea ſhall no toils impair. 

Lead me] O lead me where whole hoſts of foes, 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppoſe ! 
Welcome all toils th' inequal fates decree, 

While toils endear thy faithtul charge to thee. 
Such be my cares, to bind the oppreſſive hand, 
And cruth the fetters of an injur'd land: 

To ſee the monſter's noxious lite reſign'd, 

And tyrants quell'd the monſters of mankind ' 
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Nature ſhall ſmile to view the vanquiſh'd brood, 
And none, but envy, riot unſubdu'd. 

In cloiſter'd ſtate let ſelfiſh ſages dwell, 

Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell: 
And boaſt their mazy labyrinth of rules, 

Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools ; 
Yet ſuch in vain thy fav'ring ſmiles pretend: 
For HE is thine, who proves his country's friend. 
Thus when my life well-ſpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to dettroy ; 


When, ſtrongly lur'd by tame's contiguous ſhrine, 


I yet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 
it all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
O lead thy fav'rite thro' the gates of fame! 
He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainf 11 air, 
He turn'd to blaſt the late exulting fair. 
But vaniſh'd fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 


The conſcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more: 


Convinc'd, her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 
Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 
Fantaſtic pow'r! whoſe tranſient charms allur'd, 
While error's miſt the reas'ning mind obſcur'd : 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen 
Endur'd the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen. 

Her bright'ning form and features ſeem'd to own, 
"Twas all her wiſh, her int'reſt to be known: 
And, when his longing view the fair declin'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 


Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ſplendor crown'd, 
looms opprels us, and thick ſhades ſurround, 


While g 
But let the ſource of light its beams diſplay, 
Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 


And all the ſick' ning ſplendor fades away. 
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The PROGRESS of TASTE; 
O R, 
The Far E of DELICACY; 


\ POEM on the Temper and Studies of the 
AuTHoR; and how great a Misfortune it is, 
tor a Man of ſmall Eſtate to have much Tasre. 


FAR 1 the FIRST. 


Erhaps ſome cloud eclips'd the day, 
When thus I tun'd my penſive lay. 
The ſhip is launch'd—we catch the gale— 


On life's extended ocean fall : 


For happineſs our courſe we bend, 
Our ardent cry, our general end ! 
Yet ah! the ſcenes which tempt our care 
Are like the forms diſpers'd in air, 
Still dancing near diſorder'd eyes; 
And weakeſt his, who beſt deſcries ! 

Yet let me not my birth-right barter, 
[For wiſhing is the poet's charter; 
All bards have leave to with what's wanted, 
Tho! few e'er found their wiſhes granted; 
Extenſive field ! where poets pride them 
In ſinging all that is deny'd them.) 

For humble eaſe, ye pow'rs! I pray; 
That plain warm ſuit for ev'ry day ! 
And pleaſure, and brocade, beſtow ; 
'To flaunt it—once a month, or ſo. 
The firlt, for conſtant wear we want; 
The firſt, ye powers! for ever grant! 
But conſtant wear the laſt beſpattere, 
And turns the tiſſue into tatter: 
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Where'er my vagrant courſe I bend, 
Let me ſecure one taithful friend. 
Let me, in public ſcenes, requeſt 
A friend of wit and taſte, well-drefs'd : 
And, if I muſt not hope ſuch favour, 
A friend of wit and taſte, however. 

Alas ! that wiſdom ever ſhuns 
To congregate her ſcatter'd ſons; 
W hole nervous forces, well combin'd, 
Would win the held, and (way mankind. 
The fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 
To fix his follies full in fight ; 
The note he ſtrikes, the plume he ſhews, 
Attract whole flights of tops and beaux; 


And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him, 


Flock at the ſign ; careſs, and own him. 
But ill-ſtar'd ſenſe, nor gay nor loud, 
Steals ſoft, on tip-toe, thro' the crowd; 
Conveys his meagre form between; 
And ſlides, like pervious air, unfeen : 
Contracts his known tenuity, 

As though, 'twere even a crime, to be: 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ſtray, 

And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, ſo mean his air, 

You ſcarce are conſcious he is there : 
Till from ſome nook, like ſharpen'd ſteel, 
Occurs his tace's thin profile, 

Still ſeeming, from the gazer's eye, 
Like Venus, newly-bath'd, to fly. 

Yet while reluQtant he diſplays 

His real gems before the blaze, 

The tool hath, in its centre, plac'd 
His tawdry itock of painted paſte. 
Diſus'd to ſpeak, he tries his f111 ; 
| Speaks coldly, and fucceeds but ill; 
His penſive manner, dulnefs deem'd ; 
His modelty, reſerve eſteem'd; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain, 
He wins not one of all the train, 
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And thoſe who, mutually known, 
In friendſhip's faireſt liſt had thone, 
Leſs prone, than pebbles, to unite, 
Retire to ſhades from publick fight ; 
Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature; 
And ftarve, to ttudy mutual fatire. 

zut friends, and fav'iites, to Chagrin them, 
Find counties, countries, ſeas, between them : 
Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, With to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 
Some human form to grace my fide ; 
At hand, where'er I ſhape my courſe; 
An uſeful, pliant, ſtalking-horſe! 

No getture free from ſome g rimace; 
No ſeam, without its thare of lace; 
But, marx'd with gold or filver either, 
Hint where his coat was piec'd together, 
His legs be lengthen'd, I adviſe, 
And itockings roll'd abridge his thighs. 
What tho' Vanoyck had other rules, 
Wha had Vaxpyck to do with fools ? 
Be nothing wanting, but his mind; 
Before, a folitai;c ; behind, 
A twitted ribbon, like the track 
Which nature gives an als's back. 
vilent, as m nignt | pity 'twere 
His witdom's fle nder wealth to ſhare ; > 
And, whilſt in flocks our fancies ſtray, 
Jo with the poor man's lamb away. 
T his iorin attracting ev'ry eye, 
Iten all unregarded by 
This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind, 
As aun umbre:la tun or wind; 
Or, like a ſpunge, abſorbs the ſallies, 
And *citlential fumes of malice; 
Or lixe a fpleadiu thield is fit 
To icreen the teinplar's random wit; 
Or what iome gentler Cit lets fall. 
As woo!-packs quaſh the leaden ball. 
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Alluſions theſe of weaker force, 
And apter ſtill the ſtalking-horſe. 
O let me wander all unſeen, 
Bencath the ſanction of his mien! 
As liiies ſoft, as roſes fait! 
Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air! 
With ſteady eye and pace remark 
i be ſpeckled flock that haunts the Park; * 
Level my pen with wond'rous heed 
At follies, flocking there to feed i 
And, as my ſatire burſts amain, 
See, feather'd fopp'ry ſtrew the plain. 
But when I ſeek my rural grove, 
And ſhare the peaceful haunts I love, 
Ler none of this unhallow'd train 
My ſweet ſequeſter'd paths profane. 
Oft may ſome poliſh'd virtuous friend 
To theſe toit winding vales deſcend ; 
And, love with me inglorious things, 
And ſcorn with me the pomp of kings : 
And check me, when my boſom burns 
For ſtatues, paintings, coins and urns, 
For I in Dawox's pray'r cou'd join, 
And Dawox's wiſh might now be mine— 
But all diſpers'd! the wiſh the pray'r, 
Are driven to mix with common air. 


PART:the SECOND 


OW happy once was Damov's lot, 
While yet romantic ſchemes were not 
Ere yet he tent his weakly eyes, 
To plan frail caitles in the ſkies ; 
Forſaking pleaſures cheap and common, 
To court a blaze, ſtill flitting from one. 
Ah happy Dawor ! thrice and more, 
Had taſte ne'er touch'd thy tranquil ſhore. 
Oh days! When to a girdle ty'd 
The couples gingled at his fide ; 
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And Duos ſwore he wou'd not barter 
The ſportſman's girdle, for a garter ! 
Whoever came to kill an hour, 

Found eaſv Damor in their pow'r ; 
Fur ſocial natute all his guide, 

Da uo had not a grain of pride.” 

He wiſh'd not to elude the fnares 
Which knav'ry plans, and craft prepares; 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles 
And win their univerſal ſmiles : 

For who are chearſul, who at eaſe, 
But they who cheat us as they pleale ? 

He wink'd at many a groſs deſign, 
The new, falbn calf might countermine : 
Thus ev'ry fool allow'd his merit; 

es! Da uo had a gen'rous ſpirit 2 

A coxcomb's jeſt however vile, 

Was ture, at leaſt, of Damon's ſmile: 
That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him ſenſe; 
For why ? 1t prov'd his own pretence ; 
All own'd, were modeſty away, 
Dawon cou'd thine as much as they. 

When wine and folly came in ſeaſon, 
Damon nec Hrove to tave his Tealon ; 
Obnoxious to the mad un;-roar : 

A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore ! 

"I was this his company endear'd; 

Mirth never came till he appear'd : 

His lodgings—ev'ry draw'r could ſhew 'cm ; 
The flave was kick? d, who did not know em. 

Thus Damor, ftudious of his eaſe, 
And pleaſing ail, whom mirth cou'd pleaſe; 
Defy'd the world, like idle CoLLEY, 

To ſhew a ſofter word than lolly, 

Since wiſdom's gorgon-ſhield was known 
To itare the gazer into ſtone ; 

He choſe to truſt in folly's charm, 

To keep his breaſt alive and warm. 

At length grave learning's ſober train 
Remark'd the” triffer with diſdain ; : 


The 
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The ſons of taſte contemn'd his ways, 


And rank'd him with the brutes that graze: 


While they to nobler heights aſpir'd, 
And grew belov'd, eftcem' d, admir' d. 


Hence with our youth, not void of fpirit, 


His old companions loſt their merit: 
And ev'ry kind well-natur'd for 
>cemd a dull play, without a plot; 
Where ev'ry yawning gueſt agrees, 
The willing creature tives to pleaſe; 
hat temper never could amuſe ; 

t barely led us to excuſe; 

1 as true, converſing, they aver'd, 

Ai they h: id ſcen, or felt, or heard: 


1 alentz of w eight! for wights like theſe, 


The law might chuſe for witneſſes : 
But fure th' atteſting dry narration 
its a judge of converſation. 


* What were their freedoms? mere excuſe 
Co vent ill manners, blows, and bruiſes. 


Yet freedom, gallant freedom! hailing, 

At torm, at form, inceſſant railing, 

Would thev examine each offence, 

es latent cauſe, its known pietence, 

Punctiltio ne'er was known to breed 'em, 

do ſure as fond prolific freedom. 

heir courage? but a loaded gun; 

lachine the wiſe wou'd with to ſhun; 

Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one, 

W here accident might fire and kill one. 
In ſhort, diſguſted out of meaſure, 


Thro' much contempt, and flender plcalure, 


His ſenſe of dignity returns; 

Wich native pride his boſom burns; 
Be ſeeks reſpect but how to gain it? 
Wit, ſocial mirth, cou'd nc'er obtain it. 
Jaughter, how kind ſoe'er it ſeem, 

D: ſcards, and diiſipates eſteem : 

Lhe man, who gravely bows, enjoys it; 
But ſhaking hands, at once, deſtroys it 
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Precarious plant, which, freſh and gay, 

Shrinks at the touch, and fades away! 
Come then, reſerve! yet from thy trait 

Zaniſh contempt, and curſt diſdain, 

Teach me, h cry'd, thy magic art 

To act the decent diſtant part: 

Jo huthan. well my complailance, 

Nor let ev'n wit too far advance; 

But chuſe calm reafon tor my theme, 

n theſe her loyal realms ſupreme; 

And o'er her charms, with caution ſhewn, 

Be {till a graceful umbrage thrown ; 

And each abrupter period crown'd, 


With nods, and winks, and ſmiles profound. 


Till reſcu'd from the crowd beneath, 
No more with pain to move or breathe, 
I rite with head elate, to ſhare 
Salubrious draughts of purer air. 
Reſpect is won by grave pretence 
And filence, ſurer ev'n than ſenſe — 
Tis hence the ſacted grandeur ſprings 
Of Eaſtern—and of other kings. 
Of whence this awe to virtue due, 


While virtue's diſtant as PERU? 


The ſheathleſs ſword the guard diſplays, 

Which round emits its dazzling rays: 

The ſtately fort, the turiets tall, 

Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 

Leſs ſcreens the body, than controuls, 

And wards contempt from royal fouls. 
The crowns they wear but check the eye. 

Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 

That dazzled crowds may be employ'd 

Around the ſurface of —the void. 

O! 'tis the ſtateſman's craft profound 

To ſcatter his amuſements round; 

To tempt us from their conſcious breaſt. 

Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neſt. 

Nor awes us every worth reveal'd 

50 deeply, as each vice conceal'd, 


The 


„„ 
The lordly log, diſpaich'd of yore, 
That the frog-people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a diſtance, 
Had reign d, nor wanted wit's affittance : 
Nay—had addrefles from his nation; 
In praiſe of log adminſtration. 


PART the I HIN D. 


HE buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more; 

Productive of that zen'ral ſtare, 
Which cool reflection ill can bear! 
And, crowds commencing mere vexation, 
Retirement {Cn 1ts invitation. 

Romantic ſcenes of pendent hills, 
And verdant vales, and falling rills, 
And moſſ/ banks the fields adorn, 
Where Dawmor, ſimple ſwain, was born. 

The dreads rear'd a ſhady grove; 
Where ſuch as think, and ſuch as love, 
Might ſately ſigh their ſummer's day; 

Or mule their ſilent hours away. 
The oreads like the climate well; 
And taught the level plain to ſwell 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
Might all their larger works deſcry. 

Ihe naiads pour'd their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
They form'd their ſtreams to pleaſe the view, 
And bade them wind, as ſerpents do. 

And having thewn them where to ſtray, 

Threw little pebbles in their way. 
Theſe fancy, all-ſagacious maid, 

Had at their ſeveral taſks ſurvey'd : 

She ſaw and ſmil'd; and oft would lead 

Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead ; 

There, with deſcriptive finger, trace 


'The genuine beauties of the place; 
And 
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And when ſhe all its charms had ſhewn, 
Preſcribe improvements of her own, 

See yonder hill, ſo green, fo round, 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd ! 
'I wou'd well become thy gentle care 
To raiſe a doom to Vexvs there: 
Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal turvey;; 
And Vexus, in their arms repay. 
Twas luch a ſhade, and ſuch a nook, 
In ſuch a vale, near ſuch a brook ; 
From ſuch a rocky fragment fpringing ; 
That fam'd AyoLLo choſe, to ſing in, 
There let an altar wrought with art 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 
How charming there to muſe and warble 
Beneath his buſt of breathing marble! 
With laurel wreath, and mimic lyre, 
That crown a poet's vaſt defire. 
Then, near it, ſcoop the vaulted cell 
Where muſic's “ charming maids may dwel! ; 
Prone to indulge thy tender paſſion, 
And make thee many an aſſignation. 
Deep in the grove's obſcure retreat 
Be plac'a Mixexva's ſacred feat ; 
There let her aweful turrets rife, 
{For wiſdom flies from vulgar eyes: 
There her calm dictates ſhalt thou hear 
Diſtintly ſtrike thy lining ear : 
And who wou'd ſhun the pleaſing labour, 
To have Mixexva for his neighbour?“ 

In ſhort, ſo charm'd each wild ſuggeſtion, 
Its truth was little call'd in queſtion : 
A Damon dreamt he ſaw the fauns, 
And nymphs, diſtinctly, ſkim the lawns ; 
Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 
Loſt in the circling ſhades again. | 
With leer oblique their lover viewing— 
And Cori - panting —and purſuing — 
Fancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 
Be thou my goddeſs! thou my guice ! 3 

* The Mules. 
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For thy bright viſions I deſpiſe 
What toes may think, or friends adviſe. 
The ſeign'd concern, when folks ſurvey 
Expence, time, ſtudy caſt away; 
'The real ſpleen, with which they ſee; 
[ pleaſe myſelf. and follow the. 


Thus glow'd his breaft by fancy warm'd ; 


And thus the fairy landſkip charm'd. 
But moſt he hop'd his conitant care 
Might win the tavour ot the fair; 
And, wand ring late thro' yonder glade, 
He thus the ſott deſign betray'd, 


„Le coves, for whom I rear'd the grove, 


With melting lays ſalute my love! 

My Dera with your notes detain ; 

Or i have rear'd the grove in vain ! 

Ye flow'rs ! which early ſpring ſupplies, 
Ditplay at once your brighteſt dyes! 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee, 
Or what were elſe your charms to me? 
Kind vephyr ! bruſh each fragrant flow'r 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r, 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind! 

Shall I, in thee, refreſhment find, 

Ye ſtreams, if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improved, 
May each foft murmur ſoothe my fair; 
Or oh 'twill deepen my deſpair ! 

Be ſure, ye willow! ye be ſeen 
Array'd in livelieſt robes of green; 

Or I will tear your ſhighted boughs, 
And let them fade around my brows. 


And thou, my grott ! whoſe lonely bounc's 


The melancholv pine ſurrounds ! 

May the admire thy peaceful gloom, 

Or thou ſhalt prove her lover's tomb.” 
And now the lofty dooms were rear'd ; 


Loud laugh'd the ſquires, the rabble ſtar'd. 


« Sec, neighbours, what our Damox's doing! 


| think ſome folks are fond of ruin! 


I ſaw 
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Tiaw his ſheep at random flray— 

But he has thrown his crook away 
And builds tuch huts as in foul weather, 
Are fit for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither.” 

W hence came the ſober ſwain miſled * 
Why, Pnorzus put it in his head. 
Pnotevs befriends him, we are told; 
And Pnokzus coins bright tuns of gold. 
"I were prudent not to be ſo vain on't : 
think he'll never touch a grain on't. 
And if from Pnorzus, and his mule, 
Mere earthly lazinels enſues 
'T'1s plain, for aught that I can ſay, 
The dev'l inſpires, as well as they. 

So they—while tools of groſſer kind, 
Leſs weeting what our bard deſign'd, 
Impute his Schemes to real evil; 
That in theſe haunts he met the devil. 

He own'd, tho' their advice was vain, 

It ſuited wights who trod the plain : 

For dullneſs— tho' he might abhor it 

In them, he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder'd, if beholding mottos, 

And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 

Folks, little dreaming of the mules, 

Were plagu'd to gueſs their proper uſes. 
But did the mules haunt his cell? 

Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 

Did PaLLas in his counſels ſhare *? 

The Delian god reward his prayer? 

Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 

When all the ſtructures ſhone compleat ; 

Not much convenient, wond'rous neat; 

Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting, 

And the fair gueſts alone were wanting; 

Ah me! ('twas Damon's own contellion) 

Came poverty, and took poſſeſſion. 
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PART the FOURTH 


H Y droops my Damon whilſt he rove: 
Thro' ornamented meads and groves ? 
Near columns, obeliſks, and ſpires, 
Which ev'ry critic eye admires ? 
Tis poverty, deteſted maid, 
Sole tenant of their ample ſhade ! 
'T'is ſhe, that robs him of his eaſe ; 
And bids their very charms ditpleaſe. 
But now, by fancy long controul'd, 
And with the ſons of taſte enroil'd, 
He deem'd it ſhameful, to commence 
Firſt miniſter to common-ſenſe : 
Far more elated, to purſue 
The loweſt taſk of dear virta. 
And now behold his lofty foul, 
That whilom flew from pole to pole, 
Settle on ſome elaborate flow'r ; 
And, like a bee, the ſweets devour ! 
Now, of a roſe enamour'd, prove 
The wild ſolicitudes of love! 
Now, in a lily's cup enſhrin'd 
Forego the commerce of mankind ! 
As in theſe toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day ; 
Conducting ſun, and ſhade, and ſhow'r, 
As moſt might glade the new-born flow'r, 
So fate ordain'd—before his eye— 
Starts up the long-ſought butterfly ! 
While flutt'ring round, her plumes unfold 
Celeſtial crimſon, dropt with gold. 
Adieu, ye bands of flow'rets fair! 
The living beauty claims his care : 
For this he ſtrips—nor bolt, nor chain, 
Cou'd Damon's warm purſuit reſtrain. 
See him o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, 
Where'er the ſpeckled game is found, 
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Tho' bent with age, with zeal purſue ; 
And totter tow'rds the prey in view. 

Nor rock, nor ſtream, his ſteps retard. 

Intent upon the bleſt reward! 

One vaſſal fly repays the chaſe ! 

A wing, a film, rewards the race! 
Rewards him, tho' difeaſe attend, 
And in a fatal ſurfeit, end. 

So fierce CamiLLa ſkim'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
She ey'd intent the glitt'ring ſtranger, 
And knew alas! nor tear, nor danger : 
Till deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impell'd the dart! 

How ſtudious he what fav'rite food 

Regales dame nature's tiny brood ! 

What junkets fat the filmy people! 

And what liqueurs they chuſe to tipplel 
Behold him, at ſome criſe, preſcribe, 

And raiſe with drugs the fick'ning tribe! 

Or haply, when their ſpirits fau'ter, 
Sprinkling my Lord of CLoyne's tar water. 

When nature's brood of inſects dies, 
See how he pimps for am'rous flies! 

See him the timely ſuccour lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or ſee him guard their pregnant hour; 
Exert his ſoft obſtetric pow'r : 

And, lending each his lenient hand, 
With new-born grubs enrich the land ! 

* O WiLkxs! what poet's loftieſt lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praiſe ? 
immortal ſage! by fate decreed 
To guard the moth's illuſtrious breed! 
'Till flutt'ring ſwarms on ſwarms ariſe, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies ! 

And muſt we praife this taſte for toys? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 

Ye youths of fifteen years, or more 
Reſign your moths—the ſeaſon's o'er. = 
Tis 


* Alluding to Mr. WiLxs's very expenſive prepoſals, 
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"Tis time more ſocial joys to prove; 
'"F were now your nobler taſk—to love, 
Let“ ® ®s eyes more deeply warm; 
Nor, ſighting nature's taireſt form, 
The bias of your ſouls determine 
"Fow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 

But ah! bow wond'rous few have known, 
To give each (tage of lite its own, 

Tis the pretexta's utmolt bound, 

With radiant purple edg'd around, 

Lo pleale the child; whoſe glowing dyes 
Joo long delight maturer eyes: 

And few, but with regret, aſſume 

'The plain-wrought labours of the loom 
Ah! let not me by fancy ſteer, 

When lie's autumnal clouds appear; 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays 
Conſume my faireſt, fruitleſs days : 
Like him, who ſhould in armour ſpend 
The ſums that armour ſhould defend. 

A while, in pleaſure's myrtle bow'r, 
We ſhare her (miles. and bleſs her pow'r: 
But find at laſt, we vainly ſtrive 
To hx the worſt coquette alive. 

O you! that with aſſiduous flame 
Have long purſu'd the faithleſs dame; 
Forſake her ſoft abodes awhile, 

And dare her frown, and ſlight her ſmile. 
Nor ſcorn, whatever wits may ſay, 

The foot-path road, the king's high-way 
No more the ſcrup'lous charmer teize, 
But ſeek the roofs of honeſt eale; 
The rival fair, no more purſu'd, 

Shall there with forward pace intruce ; 
Shall there her ev'ry art eſſay, 


. Towin you to her lighted ſway ; 

And grant your ſcorn a glance more fair 

Than e'er the gave your fondeſt pray r. 
But would you happineſs purſue; 

Partake both eaſe, and pleaſure too? 
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Would you, thro' all your days, diſpenſe 
The joys of reaſon, and of ſenſe? 
Or give to life the moſt yeu can, 
Let ſocial virtue ſhape the plan. 
For does not to the virtuous deed 
A train of pleaſing ſweets ſucceed ? 
Or, like the ſweets of wild defire, 
Did ſocial pleaſures ever tire? 

Yet midſt the groupe be ſome preferr'd, 
be ſome abhorr'd==for Damon err'd: 
And ſuch there are—of fair addreſs 
As 'twere unſocial to careſs, 

O learn by reaſon's equal rule 

To ſhun the praiſe of knave, or fool! 
Then, tho' you deem it better till 

Jo gain ſome ruſtic ſquire's good will ; 
And fouls, however mean or vile, 

Like features, brighten by a ſmile; 

Yet reaſon holds it for a crime, 

Ihe trivial breaſt ſnou'd ſhare thy time: 
And virtue, with reluctant eyes, 
Beholds this human ſacrifice! 

Thro' deep reſerve, and air erect, 
Miſtaken Damon won reſpect; 

But cou'd the ſpecious homage pals, 


With any creature but an aſs ? 


If conſcious, they who fear'd the ſkin, 
Wou'd ſcorn the ſluggiſh brute within. 
What awe-ſtruck ſlaves the tow'rs enclote. 
Where Perſian monarchs eat and doze? 
What proftrate rev*rence all agree, 

To pay a prince they never ſee! 

Mere vaſſals of a royal throne! 

The ſophi's virtues muſt be ſhewn, 

To make the reverence his own. 

As for TyaLia—wouldſt thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?—take her. 
She will with duteons care attend, 

And all thy penſve hours befriend; 
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Will ſwell thy joys, will ſhare thy pain; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain; 
Will ſmooth thy pillow, plat thy bow'rs ; 
And bind thine aching head with flow'rs. 
But be this previous maxim known, 
If thou canſt feed on love alone: 
If bleſt with her, thou canſt ſuſtain 
Contempt, and poverty, and pain: 
If ſo—then rifle all her graces— 
And fruitful be your fond embraces. 
Too ſoon, by caitifi-ſpleen inſpir'd, 
Sage Damon to his groves retir'd : 
Ihe path diſclaim d by ſober reaſon; 
Retirement claims a later ſeaſon ; 
Ere active youth and warm deſixes 
Have quite withdrawn their ling'ring fires. 
With the warm boſom, ill agree 
Or limpid ſtream, or ſhady tree. 
Love lurks within the roſy bow'r, 
And claims the ſpeculative hour ; 
Ambition finds his calm retrear, 
And bids his pulſe too fiercely beat ; 
Ev'n ſocial friendſhip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the publick ſphere. 
Does he reſiſt their genuine force? 
His temper takes ſome froward courſe ; 
Till paſſion, miſdirected, ſighs 
For weeds, or ſhells, or grubs, or flies! 
Far happieſt he, whoſe early days 
Spent in the ſocial paths of praiſe, 
Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 
A train of virtuous deeds behind: 
From this rich fund, the mem'ry draws 
The laſting meed of ſelf-applaule. 
Such fair ideas lend their aid 
To people the ſequeſter'd ſhade. | 
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fauns 


That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns, 


If where his devious ramble trays, 
He virtue's radiant form ſurveys; 
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She ſeems no longer now to wear 
The rigid mein, the frown ſevere; * 
To thew him her remote abode; 
To point the rocky arduous road: 
But from each flow'r, his fields allow, 
dhe twines a garland for his brow. 
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PART TUEZ FIRST. 


O you, ye bards! whoſe laviſh breaſt requires 
This monitory lay, the ſtrains belong; 
Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit unfeeling of the charms 


That tempt profuſion, ſings ; while friendly zel, 
To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 
Inſpires the meaneſt of the muſe's train! 
Like you I loath the groveling progeny, 
Whoſe wily arts, by creeping” time matut'd. 
Advance them high on pow'r's tyrannic throne: 
To lord it there in gorgeous uſeleſſneſs. 
And ſpurn ſucceſsleſs worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, amid the ſocial ſons 
Of wine and wit, regaling! hark he joins 
In the free jeſt delighted] ſeems to thew 
A meliorated heart! he laughs! he fings 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of plece, 
And drunken anthem ſet agape the board. 

2 The 
Alluding tothe allegory ia Cenc's tablet. 
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Like * DemEa, in the play, benign and mild, 
And pouring forth benevolence of foul, 
Till Micro wonders: or, in SHAKESPEAR'S line, 
Obſtrep'rous ſilence; drowning SHaLLow's voice, 
And ſtartling FaLsTary, and his mad compeers. 
He owns 'tis prudence, ever and anon, 
To ſmooth his careful brow ; to let his purſe 
Ope to a ſixpence's diameter! 
He likes our ways; he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleaſaunce, and deſerve regard. 
True, we are dainty good ſociety, 
But what art thou? alas! conſider well, 
Thou bane of ſocial pleaſure, know thyſelf, 
Thy fell approach, like ſome invaſive damp 
Breath'd' thro” the pores of earth from Stygian caves, 
Deſtroys the lamp of mirth; the lamp which we 
Its flamens boaſt to guard, we know not how: 
But at thy ſight the fading flame aſſumes 
A ghaſtly blue, and in a ſtench expires. 

True, thou ſeem'ſt chang'd; all fainted, all enſky'd; 
The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honeſt, and of gentle kind; 

But all is falſe! an intermitting ſigh 

Condemrs each hour, each moment giv'n to ſmiles, 
And deems thoſe only loſt, thou doſt not loſe. 

Ev'n for a demi-groat, this open'd ſoul, 

This boon companion, this elaſtic breaſt 
Revibrates quick; and ſends the tuneful tongue 
To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls 

Or ſome dark dungeon. 3 thou caitiff, fly! 
Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my facred bow!, 
Monſter, ingrate! beneath one common {ky 

Why ſhould'it thou breathe; beneath one common roo! 
Thou ne'er ſhalt, harbour; nor my little boat 
Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou recreant! hourly go, 

And gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth, 

Be converſation. Not a face that ſmiles 

Admit thy preſence! not a ſoul that glows 


With ſocial purport, bid or ev'n or morn 


In- 


* In Tenence's Abruf. 
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Inveſt thee happy ! but when life declines, 

May thy ſure heirs ſtand titt'ring round thy bed, 
And uſh'ring in their fav'rites, burſt thy locks, 
And fill their laps with gold; till want and care 
With joy depart, and cry.“ We alk no more.” 

Ah never never may th' harmonious mind, 
Endure the wordly! poets ever kind, 
Guilcleſs, diſtruſtleſs, ſcorn the treaſur'd gold, 
And ſpurn the miſer, ſpurn his deity. 

Ballanc'd with friendſhip, in the poet's eye 

he rival ſcaſe of intereſt kicks the beam, 

Than high”ning ſwifter. From his cavern'd ſtore 
The fordid foul, with ſelf-applauſe, remarks 
The kind propenſity ; remarks and ſmiles, 

And hies with impious haſte to ſpread the ſnare, 
Him we deride, and in our comic ſcenes 
Contemn the mggard form MoL1exe has drawn. 
We loath with juſtice ; but alas the pain 

To bow the knee betore this calf of gold; 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown ! 

But 'tis not Gomez, *tis not he whoſe heart 
Is cruſted o'er with drofs, whofe callous mind 
Is ſenſeleſs as his gold, the ſighted muſe 
Intenſely loaths. Tis fare no equal taſk 
To pardon him, who laviſhes his wealth 
On racer, fox-hound, hawk or ſpamel, all 
But human merit; who with gold effays 
All, but the nobleſt pleaſure, to remove 
The wants of genius, and its ſmiles enjoy. 

But you, ye titled youths ! whoſe nobler zeal 
Would burniſh o'er your coronets with fame ; 
Who liſten pleas'd when poet tunes his lay ; 
Permit him not, in diſtant ſolitudes, 

To pine, to languith out the fleeting hours 
Of active youth] then virtue pants for praiſe. 
Phat ſeaſon unadorn'd, the careleſs bard 


Quits your own worn threfhold, and like honeſt Ga v 


Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill. 
Your favours then, like trophies giv'n the tomb, 
ih enfranchis'd ſpirit ſoaring not perceives, 
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Or ſcorns perceiv'd ; and execrates the ſmile 
Which bade his vig'rous bloom, to treacherous 
hopes 

And ſervile cares a prey, expire in vain !— 

Two lawleſs pow'rs, engag'd by mutual hate 
In endleſs war, beneath their flags enroll 
The vaſſal world. 'I his avarice is nam'd, 
That luxury; 'tis true their partial friends 
Aſſign them ſofter names; uſurpers both! 
That ſhare by dint of arms the legal throne 
Of juſt economy ; yet both betray'd 
By fraudful miniſters The niggard chief 
Liſt'ning to want, all faithleſs, and prepar'd 
To join each moment in his rival's train, 
His conduct models by the needleſs fears 
The ſlave inſpires ; while luxury, a chief 
Of ampleſt faith, to plenty's rule reſigns 
His whole campaign. Tis plenty's flatt'ring ſounds 
Engroſs his ear; *'tis plenty's ſmiling form 
Moves ſtill before his eye. Diſcretion ſtrives, 
But ſtrives in vain, to baniſh from the throne 
The perjur'd minion. He, ſecure of truſt, 
With latent malice to the hoſtile camp 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth con- 

veys. 17 

Ye view minds! ye ſublimated ſouls ! 
Who careleſs of your fortunes, ſeal and ſign, 
Set, let, contract, acquit, with eaſier mien 
Than fops take ſnuff ; whoſe ceconomic care 
Your green ſilk purſe engroſſes! eaſy, pleas'd, 
To ſee gold ſparkle through the ſubtle folds ; 
Lovely, as when th' Heſperian fruitage ſmil'd 
Amid the verd'10us grove! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harveſts! harveſts all the year! 
Who ſcatter wealth, as tho' the radiant crop 
Glitter'd on ev'ry bough ; and every bough 
Like that the trojan gather'd, once avuls'd 
Were by a ſplendid ſucceſſor ſupply'd 
Iiſtant, ſpontaneous! liſten to my lays. 


For *tis not fools, whate'er proverbial phraſe 
Haves 
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Have long decreed, that quit with greateſt eafe 
The treaſur'd gold. Of words indeed profuſe, 
Of gold tenacious, their torpeſcent ſoul 
Clenches their coin, and what electral fire 
Shall ſolve the froftly gripe, and bid it flow ? 
"Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expence 
Of health! of treaſure! ſtimulates the ſoul : 
Theſe, with offictous care, and fatal art, 
improve the vinous flavour; theſe the ſmile 
Of CnLor ſoſten; theſe the glare of dreſs 
Iilume ; the glitt'ring chariot gild anew, 
And add ſtrange wiſdom to the furs of pow'r, 

Alas! that he, amid the race of men, 
That he, who thinks of pureſt gold with ſcorn, 
Shou'd with unſated appetite demand, 
And vainly court the pleaſure it procures ! 
When fancy's vivid ſpark impets the ſoul 
To ſcorn quotidian ſcenes, to ſpurn the bliſs 
Of vulgar minds, what noſtrum ſhall compoſe 
Its fatal tenſion ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy med'cine's various held, aſpires 
The bleſt refrigerent ? Vain, ah vain the h 
Of future peace, this orgaſm uncontroul'd ! 
Impatient, hence, of all, the frugal mind 
Requires; to cat, to drink, to fleep, to fill 
A cheſt with gold, the ſprightly breaſt demands 
Inceſſant rapture ; life, a tedious load 
Deny'd its continuity of joy. 
But whence obtain ? philoſophy requires 
No lavith coſt; to crown its utmoſt pray*r 
Suffice the root-built cell, the ſimple fleece, 
The juicy viand, and the cryſtal ſtream. 
Ev'n mild ſtupidity rewards her train 
With cheap contentment. 'Taſte alone requires 
Entire protution ! Days and nights and hours 
Thy voice, hydropic fancy! calls aloud 
For coſtly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, 
Rivers of rich regalement! ſeas of blifs! 
Seas without ſhore! infinity of ſweets! 
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And yet, unleſs ſage reaſon join her hand 
In pleaſure's purchale, pleaſure is unſure : 
And yet, unleſs economy's conſent 
Legitimate expence, ſome graceleſs mark, 
Some ſymptom ill-conceal'd, ſhall, ſoon or late, 
Burit like a pimple from the vicious tide 
Of acid blood, proclaiming want's diſeaſe, 
Amidſt the bloom of ſhew. The ſcanty ſtream 
Slow-loitering in its channel, feems to vie 
With Vaca's depth; but ſhould the ſedgy pow'r 
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 
O'er the rough rock, how muſt his fellow ſtreams 
Deride the tinklings of the boaſtive rill ! 
I not aſpire to mark the dubious path 

That leads to wealth, to pocts mark'd in vain! 
But ere ſelf-flattery ſoothe the vivid breafc 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd to fame, 
Reflect how few, who charm'd the liſt 'ning ear 
Of ſatrap or of king, her ſmiles enjoy'd ! 
Conſider well, what meagre alms repay'd 

The great Mzonian, fire of tuneful ſong, 

And prototype of all that foar'd ſublime, 

And left dull cares below; what griefs impell'd 
The modeſt bard of learn'd Eliza's reign 

To ſwell with tears his MuLLia's parent ſtream, 
And mourn aloud the pang “ to ride, to run, 
To ſpend, to give, to want, to be undone.” 
Why ſhould I tell of CowWwIEV's penſive mule 
Relov'd in vain ? too copious is my theme! 
Which of your boaſted race might hope reward 
Like loyal BuTLEz, when the lib'ral CuARLESs, 
The judge of wit, perus'd the ſprightly page 
Triumphant o'er his foes ? Believe not hope, 
The poet's paraſite ; but learn alone 

To ſpare the ſcanty boon the fates decree. 

Poet and rich! 'tis ſoleciſm extreme! 

"Tis heighten'd contradiction! in his frame, 

In ev'ry nerve and fibre of his ſoul, 

The latent ſeeds and principles of want 

Has nature wove; and fate confirm'd the clue. 
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Nor yet deſpair to ſhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with nice preciſion learn 
A dollar's value Foremoſt in the page 
That marks th' expence of each revolving year, 
Place inattention. When the Juſt of praiſe, 
Or honour's falſe idea, tempts thy ſoul 
o ſlight frugality, aſſure thine heart 
That danger's near. This periſhable coin 
I; no vain ore, It is thy liberty, 
It ſetters miſers, but it muſt alone 
Enfranchiſe thee. The world, the cit-like world 
Bids thee beware; thy little craft eſſay ; 
Nor, pidling with a tea-ſpoons ſlender form, 
See with ſoup-ladles devils gormandize. 
Oeconomy ! thou good old aunt ! whoſe mien 
Furrow'd with age and care the wiſe adore, 
The wits contemn ! reſerving {till thy ſtores 
l'o chear thy friends at laſt ! & why with the cit, 
Or bookleſs churl, with each ignoble name, 
Each carthly nature, deign'ſt thou to reſide? 
And ſhunning all, who by thy favour's crown'd 
Might glad the world, to ſeek ſome 4 745 mind 
Inſpiring pride, and ſelfiſh ſhapes of ill? 
Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
And childleſs, love to dwell, yet leave the breaſt 
Of youth, unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd ? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind ? for ſure to youthful eyes, 
(How ſhort ſoe er it prove) the road of life 
Appears protracted ; fair on either fide 
The loves, the graces play, on fortune's child 
Protuſely ſmiling,; well might youth eflay - 
The trugal plan, the lucrative employ, 
Source of their favour all the livelong day. 
But fate aſſents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 
Of all his peace, the glitt'ring ſeeds of care! 
O that the muſe's voice might piece the ear 
Ot gen'rous youth ! for youth deſerves her ſong, 
Youth is fair virtue's ſeaſon, virtue then 
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Requires the pruner's hand; the ſequent ſtage, 
It barely vegetates ; nor long the ſpace 
Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk diſplay 
Vell winter's total reign, O lovely fource 
Ot gen'rous foibles, youth! when op'ning minds 
Are honeſt as the light, lucid as air, 
As foſt'ring breezes | kind, as linnets gay, 
Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring ! 
Yet haple's ſtate of man! his earlieſt youth 
Cozens itſelf; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it ſtrange that rolling years abrade 
The ſocial bias. Life's extenſive page 
What does it but untold repeated proofs 
Of gold's omnipotence ? With patriots, friends, 
Sick ning beneath his ray, enervate ſome, 
And others dead, whoſe putrid name exhalcs 
A noiſome ſcent, the bulky volume teems. 
With kinſmen, brothers, ſons, moiſt'ning the ſuroud 
Or honouring the grave, with ſpecious g grief 
Of ſhort duration; ſoon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wond'ring at the. tears they ſhed. 

But who ſhall fave by tame profaic ſtrain 
That glowing breaſt, where wit with youth conſpires 
To ſweeten luxury? The fearful mule 
Shall yet proceed, tho' by the fainteſt gleam 
Of hope inſpir'd, to warn the train ſhe loves. 
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N ſome dark ſeaſon, when the miſty ſhow'r 
Obſcures the fun, and faddens all the ſky ; 
When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ſtream 

Invites thee foith, to ſport thy drdoping muſe ; 
Seize the dull hour, nor with regret aſſign 

To wordly prudence, - She nor nice nor coy 
Accepts the tribute of a joyleſs day; 

She ſmiles well-pleas'd, when wit and mirth rectde, 
And not a grace, and not a muſe will hear. 

Then, from majeſtic Mako's aweiui firain, 
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Or tow'ring Howes, let thine eye deſcend 
To trace, with patient induſtry, the page 
Of income and expence. And oh ! beware, 
Thy breatt, ſelf-flatt'ring, place no courtly ſinile, 
No golden promiſe of your faithleſs muſe, 
Nor latent mine which fortune's hand may ſhew, 
Amid thy folid ſtore, I he firen's ſong 
Wrecks not the liſt'ning ſailor, half to ſure, 
dee by what avenues, what devious paths, 
The foot of want, deteſted, ſteals along, 
And bars each fatal paſs. Some few ſhort hours 
Of punctual care, the refuſe of thy year 
On frugal ſchemes employ'd, ſhall give the muſe 
To ſing intrepid many a chearful day. 
ut if too ſoon before the tepid gales 
Thy reſolution melt; and ardent vows 
In wary hours preterr'd or dye forgot, 
Or ſeem the forc'd effect of hazy ſkies ; 
Then, ere ſurprize, by whoſe impetuous rage 
he maſſy fort, with which thy gentler breaſt 
not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. 
Know too by nature's undiminiſh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 
Of deep creation, atoms, ſyſtems, all! 
Attract and are attracted ; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter; foul alike with foul 
Aſpires to join; nor yet in ſouls alone, 
in each idea it imbibes, is found 
{he kind propenſity. And when they meet, 
And grow familiar, various tho' their tribe, 
heir tempers various, vow perpetual faith: 
hat, ſhou'd the world's disjointed frame once more 
To chaos yield the ſway, amid the wreck 
Their union ſhou'd ſurvive ; with Roman warmth, 
By ſacred hoſpitable laws endear'd, 
Should each idea recollect its friend. 
Here then we fix ; on this perennial bate 
Crect thy ſafety, and defy the ſtorm. 
Let ſoft profulion's fair idea join 
ler hand with poverty ; nor here deſiſt, 
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Till oer the groupe that forms their various train p 
Thou ſing'ſt loud hymenéals. Let the pride ; 


Of outward ſhew in laſting leagues combine t 
With thame thread-bare ; the gay vermillion face 0 
Of raſh intemp'rance, be diſcreetly pair'd 1 


With fallow hunger ; the licentious joy, U 
With mean dependence; ev'n the dear delight A 
Of ſculpture, paint, intaglio's, books and coins, 1 
Thy breaſt, ſagacious prudence ! ſhall connect 1 
With filth and beggary ; nor diſdain to link N 


With black infolvency. Thy foul alarm'd : 
Shall ſhun the firen's voice ; nor boldly dare . 
Jo bid the ſoft enchantreſs ſhare thy breaſt, | 
With ſuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin'd. | p 


Nor think, ye ſordid race ! ye groveling minds 
I frame the ſong for you ! for you, the muſe \ 
Cou'd other rules impart, The friendly ſtrain \ 
For gentler boſoms plann'd, to yours would prove I 
The juice of Jurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever CoLcnos bore ; and in your breaft / 
Compaſlion, love, and friendſhip all deſtroy ! [ 

It greatly ſhall avail, if e'er thy ſtores 1 
Increaſe apace, by periodic days ( 
Of annual payment, or thy patron's boon, ( 
The lean reward of groſs unbounded praiſe ! ( 
It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, 2 
And undeliberating, call around / 
Thy hungry creditors, their horrid rage - 
When once appeas'd, the ſmall remaining ſtore ( 
Shall riſe in weight tenfold, in luſtre riſe | 
As gold improv'd by many a fierce aſſay. 
"Tis thus the frugal huſbandman directs 
His narrow ſtream, if o'er its wonted banks 
By ſudden rains impell'd, it proudly ſwell ; 
His timely hand thro” better tracks conveys 
The quick- decreaſing tide; ere borne along 
Or thro” the wild moraſs, or cultur'd field, 
Or bladed glaſs mature, or barren fands, 
It low deſtructive, or it flow in vain ! 
But happieſt he who ſanctifies expence 
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By prefent pay! who ſubjects not his fame 
Jo tradeſmen's variets, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honou:'d name, to deck the vulgar page 
Ot bate mechanic, ſordid, unſincere ! 
There haply, while tay muſe ſublimely ſoars 
Beyond this earthly ſphe re, in heav'n's abodes, 
And dreams of near and ambrofial [weets, 
'Fhy growing debt ſteals unregarded o'er 
The punctual record; till nor Puotpus ſel.— 
Nor tage Mix RVa's art can aught avail 
Jo loothe the rathlcts dun's deteſted rage. 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 
He loads the gentle muſe ; then harls thee down 
To want, remorſe, captivity and ſhame. 

Each public place, the glitt'ring haunts of men, 
With horror fly, Why loiter near thy bane ?— 
Why fondly linger on a hoſtile ſhore 
Diſarm'd, defenceleſs, why require to tread 
The PrecCIpiCe * ? or why alas to breathe 
A moment's ſpace, where ev'ry breeze is death? 
Death to thy future peace ! Away, collect 
Thy dillipated mind; contract thy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flow'ry fields 
Of ſhew diffus'd, and ſpeed to ſafer climes. 
Oeconomy preſents her glats, accept 
The faithful mirror; power: ful to diſcloſe 
A thouſand forms, unſeen hy careleſs eyes, 
That plot thy fate, 'Tempration in a robe 
Of T\yrian dye, with every ſweet pertum'd, 
Reſets thy ſenſe ; extortion follows cloſe 
Her wanton ſtep; and ruin brings the rear. 
"Theſe and the reſt ſhall her myſterious glaſs 
Embody to thy view; like Vexus, kind, 
When to her lab'ring ſon, the vengeful pow'rs 
That urg'd the fall of ILE uu, ſhe dilplay'd. 
He, not imprudent, at the fight declin'd 
I' inequal conflict, and decreed to raiſe 
'The Trojan welfare on ſonic happier ſhore. 
For here to drain thy ſwelling purſe await 
A thouſand arts, a thouſand 1 auds attend, 
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The cloud wrought canes, the gorgeous ſnuff. 


boxes, 
he twinkling jewels, and the gold etuy, 
With all its bright inhabitants, thall waſte 
Its melting ſtores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not a doit behind.” Ere yet exhauſt 
Its flimſy folds offend thy penſive eye, 
Away! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 
Nor ſeen nor ſeeing, thou may'ſt vent thy ſcorn 
Of lace, embroiderv, purpic, gems, and gold! 
here of the ſarded fop, and eſſenc'd beau 
Ferocious with a ſtoic's frown, diſcloſe 
Thy manly corn, averſe to tinſe] pomp ; 
And fiuent thine harangue, But can thy ſoul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of drets, 
Where dreſs is merit! where thy graver friend 
Shall with thee burnith'd ! where the lprightly tai! 
Demand embelliſhment ! ev'n Drits's eye, 
As in a garden, roves, of hues alone 
Inquirent, curious? Fly the curit domain; 
'T keſe are the realms oi: luxury and ſhexw ; 
No claſſic foil, away! the blooming ſpring 
Attracts thee hence; the waning autumn warne 
Fly to thy native ſhades, and dread ev'n there, 
Leſt buly fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate 
Beyond its bounds. Obletve Front rio's mien 
Vhy treads my friend with melancholy ſtep 
That beauteous lawn? why penſive ſtrays his eye 
O'er ſtatucs, grotios, urns by critic art ; 
Proportion d tair ? or from his lofiy dome 
Bright glittering thro” the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleas'd, ditconſolate? And is it love, 
Diſaſtrous love, that robs the ſiniſh'd ſcenes 
Of all their beauty? cent'ring all in her 
His foul adores ? or from a blacker cauſe 
Springs this remorſetul gloom ? is conf. ious gnili 
The latent ſource of more than love's deſpair ? 
It cannot be within that poliſh'd breait 


Where ſcience dwells, that guilt ſhould harbour there, 


No! 'tis the ſad ſurvey of preſent want, 
And paſt profuſion ! Loſt to him the ſweets 
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Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry char; 
For other eyes; or, it remaining proots 
Ot criminal expence ? Sweet interch ange 
Of river, valley, mountain, Ve oods, and plains ' 
How gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your ſimple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! etre expence 
Had laviſh'd thouſand ornaments, and taughe 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pall, 
Pomp to deject, and beauty to diſpleaſe. 
Oh! tor a foul to all the ol ire of wealth. 
To fortune's wide exhaufttets treaſury, 
Nobly ſuperior ! but let caution guide 
The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ths 
And prudence be our almoner ! Alas 
The pilgrim wand'ring o'er ſome diſtant clime, 
Sworn foe of av'rice | * not diſdains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth; the deſtin'd means 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the ſavuur'd ſhrine. 
Ah let not us, who tread this {tranger- world, 
Jet none, who ſojourn on the realms of life, 
Forget the land is merc'nary ; nor waſte 
His fare, ere landed on no venal ſhore. 

Let never bard conſult PALL anio's rules 
[et never bard, O BurtIxNGToxN ! ſurvey 
Ihy learned art, in Cnrswicx's dome diſplay'd ; 
Dans” g'rous Incentive ! nor with ung ring eye 
Survey the window, Venice calls her own. 
Better for him, with no ingrateful muſe, 
Jo ſing a requiem to that gentle foul 
Who plann' d the ſky- light; which to laviſh bards 
Conveys alone the pure etherial ray. 
For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await, 
Unlets, preſageful, from this friendly ſtrain, 
kle glean advice, and {hun the ſcribler's doom. 
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ET once again, and to thy doubtful fate 


The trembling, muſe conſigns thee. Ere co: 


tempt, 
Or want's empoiſon'd arrow, ridicule, 
Trancfix thy weak unguarded breaſt, behol ! 
Tie poets roofs, the careleſs poet's, his, 
Who ſcorns advice, ſhall cloſe my ſerious lay. 


When GuLLIVER, now great, now little deem'd. 


The play-thing of compariſon, arriv'd 
Where learned botoms their aerial ſchemes 
Projected, ſtudious of the public weal ; 
Mid theſe, one ſubtler artilt he deſcry'd, 
Who cheriſh'd in his duſty tenement 

The ſpider's web, injurious, to ſupplant 
Fair ALB1oN's fleeces !—Never, never may 
Our monarch on ſuch fatai purpoſe ſmile, 


And irritate Mixerva's beggar'd ſons 


The Merx$SHam weavers ! Here in ev'ty nook 

Their wetts they ſpun ; here revell'd uncontroul'd 

And like tlie flags from WresTmINSTER's high ro 

Dependent, here their fluttering textures wav'd. 

Sach, fo adorn'd, the cel] I mean to ſing ! 

Cell ever ſqualid ! where the ſneerful maid 

Will not fatigue her hand! broom never comes. 

That comes to all! o'er whoſe quieſcent walls 

A%ACHNE'S unmoleſted care has drawn 

Curtains ſubfuſk, and fave th' expence of art. 
Survey thoſe walls, in fady texture clad, 

Where wand'ring ſnails in many a ſlimy path. 

Free, unreſtrain'd, their various journeys crab; 

Peregrinations ſtrange, and labyrinths 

Confus'd inextricable, ſuch the clue 

Of Cretan AR IA DN ne'er explain'd ! 

Hooks! angles! crooks | and involutions wild! 

Mean time, thus ſilver'd with meanders gay 

In mimic pride the ſnail-wrought tiſſue ſhines, 

Perchance of tabby, or of aretine, 

Not ill exprefive ! ſuch the pow'r of ſnails! 
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Behold his chair, whoſe fractur'd ſeat infirm 
An aged cuſhion hides! replete with duſt 
The foliag'd velvet, pleaſing to the eye 
Of great Erza's reign, but now the ſnare 
Of weary gueſt that on the ſpacious bed 
Sits down confiding. Ah! diſaſtrous wight ! 
In evil hour and raſhly doſt thou truſt 
The fraudtul couch! for tho? in velvet cas'd, 
Thy fatedthigh ſhall kiſs the duſty floor. 
The trar'ler thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 
Hath ſhap'd his way; on beds profuſe of flow'ts, 
Cowſlip, or primrole, or the circ'lar eye 
Ot daiſie fair, decrees to baſk ſupine, 
And ſee! delighted, down he drops, ſecure 
Of ſweet refreſhment, eaſe without annoy, 
Or luſcious noon day nap. Ah much deceiv'd, 
Much ſuff*ring, pilgrim! thou nor noon-day nap, 
Nor ſweet repoſe ſhalt find; the falſe moraſs 
In quiv'ring undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclos'd ! 
And who would truſt appearance? caſt thine eye 
Where 'mid machines of het'rogencous form 
His coat depends; alas ! his only coat, 
Eldeſt of things! and napleſs, as an heath 
Of ſmall extent by fleecy inyriads grac'd. 
Not diff rent have I ſeen in dreary vault 
Diſplay'd, a coſfin; on each ſable fide 
The texture unmoleſted ſeems entire. 
Fraud ful, when touch'd it glides to duſt away! 
And leaves the wond'ring ſwain to gape, to ſtare, 
And with expreſſive ſhrug, and piteous ſigh, 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years, : 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. 
This aged veſture, ſcorn of gazing beaux, 
And formal cits, (themſelves too haply ſcorn'd) 
Both on its ſleeve and on its ſkirt, retains 
Full many a pin wide-ſparkling : for, if e'er 
Their well known creſt met his delighted eye, 
'Tho' wrapt in thouglit, commercing with the ſky, 
He gently ſtooping, ſcorn'd not to upraiſe, 

And 
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And on each ſleeve, as conſcious of their uſe, 

{n\lenting hx them; nor, when arm'd with tlieſe 

the cute of rents and feparations dire, 

And chaſms enormous, did he view diſmay'd 

Hedge, bramble, thicket, buſh, portending fate 

o breeches, coat and hoſe ! had any wight 

Ct vulgar ſkill, the tender texture own'd ; 

But gave his mind to form a ſonnet quaint 

OH Sir.via's ſhoe-ſiring, or of CHox's fan, 

Or tweelly-fathion'd tip of CeLia's ear. 

Alas! by frequent uſe decays the force 

Ot mortal art! the retrafiory. robe 

I'ludes the iaylor's art, eludes his on; 

How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd! 
See near his bed (his bed too falſely call'd 

The place of reit, while it a bard {ultains ; 

Pale, meagre, muſe-rid wight! who reads in vain 

Narcotic volumes o'er) his candleſtick, 

Radiant machine, when from the plaſtic hand 

Of Murcistr, the may'r of BinMInGHAM, 

'The engine iſſu'd; now alas difguis'd 

By many an unQuous tide, that wand'ring down 

Its ſides congeal; what he, perhaps, eſſays 

With humour forc'd, and ill-diſſembled ſmile, 

Idly to lien to the poplar's trunk 

When o'er its bark the lucid amber, wound 

In many a pleaſing fold, incruſts the tree. 

Or ſuits him more the winter's candy'd thorn, 


When trom each branch, anneal'd, the works of froft 


Fervative, radiant ificles depend ? 

How ſhall I fing the various ill that waits 
Tie caretul ſonneteer? or who can paint 
he ſhitts enormous, that in vain he forms 
Jo patch his paneleſs window; to cement 
His batter'd tea-pot, ill retentive vale? 
o war with ruin? anxious to conceal 
Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
Nor toe, nor fearful. Ruin unforeſeen 
Invades his chattles ; ruin will invade ; 


Vill claim his whole invention to repair | 
Nur, 
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Nor, «ot the gift, for tuneful ends deſign'd, 
Allow one part to decorate his ſong. 

Wie ridicule, with ever: pointing hand 
Conſcious of ev'ry ſhiit, of ev'ry thitt 
Indicative, his inmoſt plot betrays, 

Points to the nook, which he his ſtudy deems 
Pompous and vain ! for thus he might eſteem 
His cheſt, a wardrobe; purſe, a tre: aſury ; ; 
And ſhews, to crown if er full diſplay, himſelf. 
One whom the pow'rs above, in p lace of health, 
And wonted vigour; of paternal cot, 

Or little farm; of bag, or {crip, or ſtaff, 
Cup, diſh, ſpoon, plate, or worldly utenſil, 

A poet fram'd ; yet fram'd not to repine, 
And wiſh the cobler's loftieſt fite his own; 
Nor, partial as they ſeem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechanitm, join'd 
Goods to ſuperior, ſuch exalted blits ! 


See with what ſeeming eaſe, what labout'd peace 


He, hapleſs hypocrite! refines his nail, 

His chief amuſement ! then how feign'd, how tor 
That care-defying ſonnet, which implies 

His debts diſcharg'd, and he of half a crown 

In full poſſeſſion, "unconteſted right 

And property! Yet, ah! whoe'er this wight 
Admiring view, if ſuch there be, di ſtruſt 

The vain pretence; the ſmiles that harbour grief, 
As lurks the ſerpent deep in flow'rs enwreath d. 
Forewarn'd, be frugal ; or with prudent rage 
Thy pan demolith ; chuſe the truſtier flail, 

And bleſs thofe labours which the choice inſpird. 
But if thou view'ſt a vulgar mind, a wight 

Of common ſenſe, who ſeeks no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy breait, 
Preſcient of future dignities, falute 

Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable furs 

Enwrapt, ſecure : nor yet the Jaureat's crown 

in thought exclude him! He perchance ſhail 1ile 
To nobler heights than foreſight can decree. 
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V ben fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues difplay'd 
In many an idle ſong, Saturnian Jove 
Vow'd ſure deftruction to the tuneful race ; 
Appeas'd by ſuppliant PhotBvs, “ Bards, he ſaid, 
Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debarr'd, 
But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 
Secure of thunder.” —Low the Delian bow'd, 
Nor at th' invidious favour dar'd repine. 
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The Errects of SUPERSTITION. 


A T length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the ſacred haunts 

Of wood or fount the frighted muſe returns. 
Happy the bard, who, from his native kills, 

Soft muſing on a ſummer's eve, ſurveys 

His azure ſtream, with penſiſe woods enclos'd ! 

Or o'er the graſſy ſurface, with his friend, 

Or faithful fair, thro' bord'ring willows green 

Wafts his ſmall frigate, Fearleſs he of ſhouts, 

Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat'ry crew 

That ape confuſion from the realms they rule! 

Fearleſs of theſe ; who ſhares the gentler voice 

Of peace and muſic ; birds of ſweeteſt ſong 

Attune from native boughs their various lay, 

And chear the foreſt ; birds of brighter plume 

With buſy pinion ſkim the glitt' ting wave, 

And tempt the ſun ; ambitious to diſplay 

Their ſeveral merit, while the vocal flute, 

Or number'd verſe, by female voice endear'd, 

(Crowns his delight, and mollifies the ſcene. 
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If ſolitude his wand' ring ſteps invite 

To ſome more deep recels, (for hours there are, 

When gay, when ſocial minds to friendſhip's voice, 

Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer) 

How pleas'd he treads her venerable ſhades, 

Her ſolemn courts ! the centre of the grove! 

Ihe root-built cave, by far-extended rocks 

Around emboſom'd, how it ſooths the foul ! 

It ſcoop'd at firſt by ſuperſtitious hands 

'The rugged cell receiv'd alone the ſhoals 

Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here, 

Vet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires: 

Vet here may wiſdom, as ſhe walks the maze, 

Some ferious truths collect, the rules of life, 

And ſerious truths of mightier weight than gold! 
[ aſk not wealth; but let me hoard with carc, 

With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 

A few fix'd principles; in early life, 

Ere indolence impede the ſearch, explor'd. 

Then like old LATIMER, when age impairs 

My judgment's eye, when quibbling ſchools attack 

My grounded hope, or ſubtler wits deride, 

Will I not bluſh to ſhun the. vain debate, 

And this mine anſwer ; „Thus, twas thus I thought 

« My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire; 

« Thus will I think, averſe to liſten more 

« 'To intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ſtray, 

«© Perhaps my reaſon may but ill defend 

My ſettled faith; my mind, with age impair'd, 

Too ſure its own. infirmities declare. 

«« But I am arm'd by caution, ſtudious youth, 

« And early fore-ſight ; now the winds may riſe, 

„ The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billow's roar ; 

« My pinnace rides in port, deſpoil'd and worn, 

« Shatter'd by time and ſtorms, but while it ſhuns 

„ Th” inequal conflict, and declines the deep, 

« Sees the ſtrong veſſel fluctuate leſs ſecure,” 
Thus while he ſtrays, a thouſand rural ſcenes 

Suggeſt inſtruction, and inſtruQing pleaſe. 

And ſee betwixt the grove's extended arms 

An abby's rude remains attrad thy view, 
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Gilt by the mid-day ſun: with ling'ring ſtep 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deſtro 
Tree, branch, or ſhade, for never ſhall thy breaſt 
Too long deliberate) with timorous hand 
Remove th' obſtructive bough ; nor yet refuſe, 
Tho' fighing, to deſtroy that fav'rite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Ot beauty fair, that ſcreens the vaſt remains, 
Azzriev'd but conſtant as the Roman fire, 
"The rigid MaxLtvs, when his conqu'ring ſon 
Bled by a parent's voice; the cruel meed 
Of vircuous ardour, timeleſsly difplay'd ; 
Nor ceaſe till, thro' the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobſtructed ; thither, oft thine eye 
hall ſweetly wander; thence returning, ſoothe 
With penſtve ſcenes thy philoſophic mind. 
Theſe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
O ſuperſtition ! hence the dire diſeaſe, . 
'/Ba!lanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian eſt 
Were a ſhort head- ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranſient indigeſtion) ſeiz d mankind, 
Long time ſhe rag'd, and ſcarce a ſouthern gale 
Warm'd our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rowe ; but futile all, till ſhe, 
Rowe's abler legate, magnify'd their pow'r, 
And in a thouſand horrid forms.retir'd,  _ 
Where then was truth, to ſanQify the page 
Of Britiſh annals? if a foe expir'd, | 
The perjur'd monk ſuborn'd infernal ſhrieks, 
And fiends to ſnatch at the departing ſoul _ 
With helliſh emulation, If a friend, ' | 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the ſkies, 
What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
| faith? Y | 1 80 | 
The ſovereign's juſt, the ſubjeQ's loyal pact 
To cheriſh mutual good, annull'd and vain,” 
By Roman magic, grew an idle ſcroll _ 
Ere the frail ſandion of the wax was cold. 
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With thee, ® PranTactxer, from civil broils 
The land awhile reſpir'd, and all was peace. 
Then Brcxem roſe, and impotent of mind, 

From regal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 

'The church's blood-ſtain'd convicts, and forgave ; 
Bid murd'rous prieſts the ſov'reign frown contemn, 
And with unhallowed + croſier bruis'd the crown. 

Yet yielded not ſupinely tame a prince 
Of Hexky's virtues ; learned, courageous, wiſe, 
Of fair ambition. Long his regal ſoul 
Firm and erect the peeviſh prieſt exil'd, 

And brav'd the fury of revengeful Rome. 

In vain ! let one faint malady diffuſe 

The penſive gloom which ſuperſtition loves, 
And ſec him, dwindled to a recreant groom, 
Rein the proud palfrey while the prieſt aſcends. 

Was Cover-DE-L1oNn bleſt with whiter days? 
Hear the cowl'd zealots with united cries 
Urge the cruſade; and fee, of halt his ſtores 
Deſpoil'd the wretch, whoſe wiſer boſom choſe 
To bleſs his friends, his race, his native land, 

Oiten fair ſuns that roll their annual race, 

Not one beheld him on his vacant throne : 

While haughty rf LoxGcHA ur, 'mid his liv'ry'd files 
Of wanton vaſſals, ſpoil'd his faithful realm, 
Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 

A laurel harveſt for a pillag'd land. 

Oh dear bought trophies ! when a prince delerts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren ſprays ! 

When faithleſs Jon uſurp'd the ſully'd crown 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem'd earth, deem'd heav'n its foe! fix tedious years 
Our helpleſs fathers in deſpair obey'd 
The papal interdict; and who obey'd, 

The ſovereign plunder'd. O inglorious days! 
When the French tyrant by the futile grant 

Of papal reſcript, claim'd BrxitTanx1a's throne, 
And durſt invade ; be ſuch inglorious days 
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Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain ! 
Scarce had the tortur'd ear dejeQed heard 

Rome's loud anathema, but heartleſs, dead 

To ev'ry purpoſe, men nor wiſh'd to live, 

Nor dar'd to die. The poor laborious hind 

Heard the dire curſe, and from his trembling hand 

Fell the neglected crook that ruP'd the plain. 

T hence journeying home, in ev'ry cloud he ſees 

A vengetul angel, in whoſe waving ſcroll 

He reads damnation ; fees its fable train 

Of grim attendants, pencil'd by deſpair ! 

The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful ſteps arriv'd ; his home, his friends, 
His offspring leſt, to laviſh on the ſhrine 
Of ſome far-honoured ſaint his coſtly ſtores, 
Inverts his footſtep; ſickens at the fight 
Of the barr'd fane, and ſilent ſheds his tear. 

The wretch whoſe hope by ſtern oppreſſion chas'd 
From ev'ry earthly bliſs, fill as it faw 
Triumphant wrong, took wing and flew to heav'n, 
And reſted there, now mourn'd this refuge loſt 
And wanted peace. The ſacred fane was barr'd, 
And the lone altar, where the mourner's throng'd 
To ſupplicate remiſſion, ſmok'd no more; 
While the green weed, luxuriant round uproſe. 
Some from their death- bed, whoſe delirious faith 
Thro' every ſtage of life to Romex's decrees 
Obſequious, humbly hope to die in peace, 

Now ſaw the ghaſtly king approach, begirt 

In fenfold terrors ; now expiring heard 

The laſt loud clarion ſound, and Leav'n's decree 
With unremitting vengeance barr the ſkies. 

Nor light the grief, by ſuperſtition weigh'd, 
That their diſhonour'd coarſe, ſhut from the verge 
Of tallowed earth, or tutelary fane, 

Muſt ſleep with brutes their vaſſals ; on the field; 
Unneath ſome path, in marle unexorciſed ! 

No ſolemn bell extort a neighbour's tear! 

No tongue of prieſt pronounce their ſoul ſecure! 


Nor fondeſt friend aſſure their peace obtain'd ! 
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The prieſt! alas ſo boundleſs was the ill! 
He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd forlorn, 
The vivid vermeil fled his fady cheek, 
And his big paunch, diſtended with the ſpoils 
Of half his flock: emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier luſt of pow'r! 
"I'was now Rome's fondeſt friend, whoſe meagre hand 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads 
With nice preciſion, felt the deeper wound 
As his gull'd foul rever'd the conclave more. 

Whom did the ruin ſpare? for wealth, for pow'r, 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy and friend, 

Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulph involv'd ; 
And one capricious curſe envelop'd all! 

Were kings ſecure? in tow'ring ſtations born, 
In flatt'ry nurs'd, inur'd to ſcorn mankind, 

Or view diminiſh'd from their ſite ſublime; 

As when a ſhepherd, from the lofty brow 

Of ſome proud cliff, ſurveys his le{s'ning flock 
In ſnowy groups diffuſive, ſtud the vale. 

Awhile the furious menace ſons return'd, 

And breaca'd defiance loud. Alas! too ſoot: 
Allegiance fick*ning ſaw its ſov'reign yield, 
An angry prey to ſcruples not his own. 

The loyal ſoldier, girt around with ſtrength, 
Who ſtole from mirth and wine his blooming years, 
And ſeiz'd the faulchion, reſolute to guard 
His ſov'reign's right, impalſy'd at the news, 
Finds the firm baſis of his ſoul revers'd 

For foul deſertion; drops the lifted ſteel, 
And quits fame's nobleſt harveſt, to expire 
The death of monks, of ſurfeit and of ſloth! 

At length fatigu'd with wrongs, the ſervile king 
Drain'd from his land its ſmall remaining ſtores 
To buy remiſſion. But could theſe obtain? 

No! reſolute in wrongs the prieſt obdur'd ; 

Till crawling baſe to Rome's deputed ſlave 

His fame, his people, and his crown he gave. 
Mean monarch! ſlighted, brav'd, abhor'd before! 
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And now, appeas'd by delegated ſway, 
The wily pontiff ſcorns not to recall 
His interdictions. Now the ſacred doors 
Admu repentant multitudes, prepar'd 
To buy deceit; aumit obſequious tribes 
Of ſatraps! princes! crawling to the ſhrine 
Of fainted villainy! the pompous tomb 
Dazling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenſe wreath'd, amdſt a drooping land 
That ſigh'd for bread! Tis thus the Indian clove 
Diſplays its verdant leat, its crimſon flow'r, 
And ſheds its odours; while the tiocks around 
Hungry and faint the barren ſands explore 
In vain! nor plant nor herb endears the foil 
Drain'd and exhautt to ſwell its thirity pores, 
And furniſh luxury—Yet, yet in vain 
BRITANNIA ſtrove; and whether artiul Rome 
Careſs'd or curs'd her, ſuperſtition rag'd, 
. And blinded, fetter'd, and deſpoil'd the land. 

At length ſome mura'rous monk, with pois'nous art 
Expell'd the liſe his brethren r0bb'd ot peace. 

Nor yet ſurceas'd with Joan diſaſtrous fate 
Pontific fury ! Englith wealth exhauſt, 
The ſequent reign * beheld the beggar'd ſhore 
Grim with Italian uſurers; prepar'd 
To lend, for griping unexampl'd hire, 
To lend what Rome might pillage uncontroul'd. 
For now with more extenſive havoc rag'd 
Relentleſs GxeG'xy, with a thouſand arts, 
And each rapacious, born to drain the world! 
Nor iball the muſe repeat, how oft he blew 
The croiſe's trumpet; then for ſums of gold 
Annull'd the vow, and bade the falſe alarm 
Swell the groſs hoards of Hewzr, or his own, 
Nor ſhall the tell, how pontiffs dar'd repeal 
The beſt of charters! dar'd abſolve the tye 
Of Britiſh kings by legal oath reſtrain'd, 
Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of gold 

From 
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From ALs10N's realms to ſervile ſhores convey'd, 
Wrung from her ſons, and ſpeeded by her kings! 
Oh irkſome days! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught 
Of ſubjects, born to be their monarch's prey, 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toll, 

For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud, 

For av'rice, envy, pride, revenge, and ſhame! 

O doctrine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhal'd 
From inmoſt ExeBus !—Such HENRV's reign! 
Urging his loyal realms reluQant hand 

To wield the peaceful (word, by Jon erewhile 
Forc'd from its ſcabbard ; and with burniſh'd lance 
Eſſay the ſavage cure, domeſtic war! 

And now ſome nobler ſpirits chas'd the miſt 
Of general darkneſs. GrosTEeD * now adorn'd 
The mitred wreath he wore, with reaſon's ſword 
Staggz'ring deluſion's frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome's interdict expiring calm, reſign'd 
No vulgar foul that dard to heav'n appeal! 

But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain 

Had well nigh ceded to the ſlothful hands 

Of monks libidinous; ere Enward's care 

The laviſh hand of death-bed fear reſtrain'd, 
Yet was he clear of ſuperſtition's taint? 

He too, miſdeemful of his wholeſome law, 

Ev'n he, expiring, gave his treaſur'd gold 

To fatten monks on SALEM's diſtant toil! 

Yes, the third EDWARD's breaſt, to papal ſway 
So littie prone, and fierce in honour's cauſe, 
Cou'd ſuperſtition quell! before the tow'rs 

Of haggard Parts, at the thunder's voice 

He drops the ſword, and ſigns ignoble peace! 
But ſtill the night by Rouis u art diffus'd 
Collects her clouds, and with flow pace recedes. 
When by ſoft BouRDEAu's braver queen approv'd, 
Bold W1ckL1rr roſe: and while the bigot pow'r 
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Amidſt her native darkneſs ſkulk'd ſecure, 
The demon vaniſh'd as he ſpread the day. 

So from his boſom Cacus breath'd of old 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of ſmoke 
Secure awhile his recreant lite tuſtain'd ; 

Till fam'd ALcipes, o'er his ſubtleſt wiles 
Victorious, chear'd the ravag'd nations round. 

Hail, nonour'd WickLiee! enterprizing ſage ! 

An Epicurus in the cauſe of truth! 

For tis not radiant ſuns, the jovial hours 

Of youthful ſpring, an ether all ferene, 

Nor all the verdure of Camrania's vales, 

Can chaſe religious gloom ! Tis reaſon, thought, 
The light, the radiance that pervades the foul, - 
And ſheds its beams on heaven's myſterious way! 
As yet this light but glimmer'd, and again 

Error prevail'd; while kings by force uprais'd 
Let looſe the rage of bigots on their foes, 

And ſeek affection by the dreadful buon 

Of licens'd murder. Ev'n the kindeſt prince, 
The moſt extended breaft, the royal HAL! 

All unrelenting heard the Lollards cry 

Burſt from the centre of remorſeleſs flames; 
Their ſhrieks endur'd! O ftain to martial praiſe! 
When CopHam, gen'rous as the noble peer 
That wears his honours, pay'd the fatal price 

Of virtue blooming ere the ſtorms were laid ! 

*T was thus, alternate, truth's precarious flame 
Decay'd or flouriſn'd. With malignant eye 
The Pontiff ſaw BziTanxia's golden fleece, 
Once all his own, inveſt her worthier ſons ! 

Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains, 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful ſway ! 
Eſſay'd his utmoſt art, and inly own'd 

No labours bore proportion to the prize, 

So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye, 
The firſt fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature's beauties in one form diſplay'd 
And cent'ring there, in wild amaze he ſtood; 
Then only envying heav'n's creative hand: 
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Wiſh'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize and doubl'd ev'ry ſnare. 

And vain were reaſon, courage, learning, all, 
Till pow'r accede : *till Tupok's wild caprice 
Smile on their cauſe; Tuposr, whoſe tyrant reign 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beſt of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 

Then from its tow'ring height with horrid ſound 
Ruſh'd the proud abby, Then the vaulted roofs, 
Torn from their walls, diſclos'd the wanton ſcene 
Of monkiſh chaſtity ! Each angry friar 
Crawl'd from his bedded ftrumpet, mutt'ring low 
An ineffeQual curſe. he pervious nooks 
That, ages paſt, convey'd the guileful prieſt 
To play ſome image on the gaping crowd, 

Imbibe the novel daylight; and expoſe 

Obvious, the fraudtul engin'ry of Rowe. 

As tho” this op*ning earth to nether realms 
Shou'd flaſh meridian day, the hooded race 
Shudder abaſh'd to find their cheats diſplay'd: 
And conſcious of their guilt, and pleas'd to wave 
Its fearful meed, reſign'd their fair domain. 

Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage, retir'd 
The pelt gigantic ; whoſe revengeful ſtroke 
Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reign. 

When from the tend'reſt breaſt, each wayward prieſt 
Could baniſh mercy, and implant a fend! 
When cruelty the fun'ral pile uprear'd, 
And bound religion there, and fir'd the baſe ! 
When the ſame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in ev'ry face 
Triumphant faith appear'd, and ſmiling hope. 
O bleit Er1za! from thy piercing beam 
Forth flew his hated fiend, the child of Rows ; 
Driv'n to the verge of ALB10n, linger'd there, 
Then with her Jamrs receding, caſt behind 
One angry frown, and ſought more {ervile climes, 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continued taſk 
Of righteous havoc, cov'ring diſtant field: 
With the wrought remnants of the ſhatter'd pile. 
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Then Worsrr roſe, by nature form'd to ſeek ( 
A mbition's trophies, by addreſs to win, 8 
By temper to enjoy - hoſe hum bler birth ( 
"Taught the gay ſcenes of pomp to dazzle more. | 
While thro” the land the muſing pilgrim ſees b 
A tract of brighter green, and in the midſt 
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown'd ; : 
Or gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 

Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene ; 

To bound our viſtas, and to glad the ſons 1 
Of GeorGe's reign, reſerv'd for fairer times! 
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LOVE and HONOUR. 


Sed neque medorum filue, ditiſſima terra, 
Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hæmus, | | 
Laudibus Angligenũm certent: non Batra, nec Indi, | 
Totaque turriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis, 


ET the green olive glad Heſperian ſhores 
L Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
Theſe let IBERIA boaſt; but if in vain, 

To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 
The Bziron labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms, theſe, the dazzled world 
May view with envy ; theſe, Iberian dames 
Survey with fixt eſteem and fond deſire. 

Hapleſs Er.vixa! thy diſaſtrous fate 
May well this truth explain; nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre; then chiefly, if the mule, 
Nor vain nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 
Of ancient record catch the penſive lay; 
And in leſs groveling accents give to fame, 
ELvira! lovelieſt maid! th' Iberian realm 
Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 
No race more ſplendent, and no form ſo fair, 
Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs mai 
In life's luzuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 
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Of Britiſh victors, vicmry's nobleſt pride! 
She, ſhe alone, amid the wailtul tian, 
Of captive maids, aſſign'd to Hex care; 
Lord of ber life, her fortune, and her fame! 
He, gen'tous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll 
Where freem's cheartul radiance ſhines no more, 
Eſſay'd tn ten n; conſcious of the pang 
That bean, els, to waſte its fleeting hours 
In ſome dim ict, by foreign rule reſt;ain'd, 
Far from t © unts of men, or eye of day! 
Sometime, o cheat her boſom of its cares, 
Her kind pro tor number'd o'er the toils 
Himſelf had orn: the frowns of angry ſeas, 
Or hoſtile rage, or faithleſs friend, more fell 
Than erm or toe: if haply ſhe might find 
Her carès diminiſh'd; fruitleſs fond eſſay! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeſt awe 
The tender lute he gave: ſhe not averſe 
Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand 
Call'd forth angelic ſtrains; the ſacred debt 
Of gratitude, ſhe iaid; whoſe juſt commands 
Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 
Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus'd 
Her vo-a! art; harmonious, as the ſtrain 
Ot ſome impriſo d lark, whe daily chear'd 
By guardian cares, r-vays them with a ſong : 
Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty reſign'd. 
The ſong, not artleiz, had the fram'd to paint 
Diſaſtrous paſſion, how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuſtom iway'd, ſome 'oit-ey'd fair 
_ Lov'd only one; nor dar'd the ir love reveal! 
Hou the loft anguiſh baniſh d itom her cheek 
The damaſk role full blown; a fever came; 
And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale, 
Then, ſwift as light, he ſought the love-lorn maid, 
But vainly foug!.t her; torn by {witter fate 
Fo join the tena of the myrtle thade, 
Love's mournful victims on the plains below. 
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Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the pleaſing taſk, 
Sie taught her artful needle to diſpla 
The various pride of ſpring: then ſwift upſprung 
thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe : 
here might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 
A train of buſy loves; ſome pluck the flow'r, 
Some twin? the garland, ſome with grave grimace 
Around a vacant warrior caſt the wreath. 
'I was paint, 'twas life! and ſure to piercing eyes 
The warrior's face depictur'd Henzy's mein. 

Now had the gen'rous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal ſcroll, which to their native home, 
Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 
Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte 
To glad his fair ELvira's ear, he ſprung ; 
Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey ; 
But hr'd in vain! Ah! what was his amaze, 
His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair unhniſh'd flow'r ! 
Speechleſs ſhe ſtood; at length with accents faint, 
« Well may my native ſhores, ſhe ſaid, reſound 
« 'Thy monarch's praiſe; and ere ELVIRA prove 
% Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 


« The foſt'ring breeze, and nature change her laws.” 


And now the grateful edi& wide alarm'd 

The Britiſh hoſt. Around the ſmiling youths 
Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte 
Their fleet unmoor; impatient of the love 
That weds each boſom to its native ſoil. 
"The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'ry clime, 
How juitly theirs, who find no foreign (ſweets 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their own, 

Not ſo ELvira! ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, 


Was doubly captive! pow'r nor chance cou'd looſe 


The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her HENRY dwelt, her HENRY ſmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore; her native ſhore 

By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ſtrand, | 
Strange, bleak, forlorn! a deſert waſte and wild. 
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The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling fails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav'd 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons azure wing 

with flight auſpicious ſkim'd the placid main. 

On her lone couch in tears ELvika lay, 

And chid th' officious wind, the tempting ſea, 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm as mercileſs, as tore 

Her lab'ring boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion ; now the vaſſal days, 

'The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 
By many an art recall'd ; now from her Jute 
With trembling fingers call'd the fav'rite ſounds 
Which Hex RV deign'd to praiſe; and now eſſay'd 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove 

To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 

Might to her love the pleaſing fcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the foul. 

But now the chief return'd ; prepar'd to launch 
On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu 
To his fair pris'ner. She, ſoon as ſhe heard 
His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos'd. 

Ves, gen'rous youth! I ſee thy boſom glow 
With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk is thine 
To ſolve my chains, and to my weeping friends, 
And every longing relative, reſtore 
A ſoft ey'd maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! 

But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 

By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound 

To languiſh out his bloom, could match the pains 
This ill-(tarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind, 

What call I freedom? is it that theſe limbs 
From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far 
From him I love? Alas, ere | may boaſt 

That facred bleſſing, ſome ſuperior pow'r 
To mortal kings, to ſublunary thrones, 
Muſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchain my ſoul, 
Ev'a that I loath ; all liberty I loath! 
L 5 ut 
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But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze 
With cold inditterence, where deſert is love. 

True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 

T aſk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime! 
And ah! this flatter'd form, by dreſs endear'd 
Jo ſpaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend. 
Whilſt 1, ill-fated maid ! ordain'd to ſtrive 
With cuſtom's load, beneath its weight expire. 

Yet Henky's beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquith me; his form, howe'er diſguis'd, 
To me were fatal! no fantaſtic robe 
That e er caprice invented, cuſtom wore, 

Or tolly ſmil'd on, cou'd eclipſe thy ſway. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 
Thy country's foe, ELvira's warmeſt plea 
Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires ; 
My tendereſt glances, but the ſpecious flow'rs 
That ſhades the viper while ihe plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt 
By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare? 

Is there no brighter mein, no ſofter ſmile 

For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heav'n ſearch my ſoul, and if thro' all its cells 
Lurk the pernicious drop of pois' nous guile; 
Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhauſt; and for my happieſt hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee! 

Ah me! nor Hewkv's, nor his country's foe, 
On thee I ga2'd, and reaſon toon diſpell'd 
Dim error's gloom, and to thy favour'd iſle 
Aſſign'd its total merit, unre:train'd, 

Oh! lovely region to the candid cye! 

"I was there my fancy faw the virtues dwell, 
The loves, the graces play; and bleſt the foil 
That nurtur'd thee. for ſure the virtues form'd 


Thy gen'rous breatt ; the loves, the graces plan'd 


Thy thapely limbs. Relation, birth, eſſay'd 
Their partial pow'r in vain: again | gaz d, 
And ALv1ox's iſle appear'd, amidſt a tract 
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Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! 

And thou by nature form'd, by fate aſſign'd 

'To paint the genius of thy native ſhore. 

Tis true, with flow'rs, with many a dazling ſcene 

Of burniſh'd plants, to lure a female eye, 

Izzr1a glows: but ah! the genial ſun, 

That gilds the lemon's fruit, or ſcents the flow'r, 
On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler boat! 
zeams forth ungentle influences. There 

Sits jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his ſlow-conſuming fires. 

Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 

My ſweet experience taught me to decide 

Of Engliſh worth, the ſound had pleas'd mine ear. 
Is there that ſavage coaſt, that rude ſejourn 
Stranger to Britiſh worth? the worth which forms 
The kindeſt friends; the moſt tremendous foes ; 
Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love! 

No, let ſubjected Ix DIA, while ſhe throws 

O'er Spaniſh deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read 

Of Engliſh fame, my bias'd partial breaſt 
Wiſh'd them ſucceſs, and happiett ſhe, I cry'd, 
Of women happieſt ſhe, who thares the love, 
The fame, the virtues of an Engliſh lord. 

And now what ſhall I fay ? bleſt be the hour 
Your fair-built veſſels touch'd th” Iberian ſhores; 
Jleſt did I fay the time? if 1 may bleſs 

That lov'd event, let Henzy's (miles declare. 
Our hearts and cities won, will HEN RV's youth 
Forego its nobler conqueſt? will he flight 
The ſoft endearments of the lovelier ſpoil? 

And yet InERIA's ſons, with every vow 

Of laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms 
Were not excell'd; the ſource of all their pains, 
And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 

But ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 

Perhaps in Henzr's eye (for vulgar minds 

Difſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful ſtain 

Ou honeſt tame, amid his train ta bear 

A female 


-- 
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A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not love himſelt, with all the pointed pains 
That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my foul 
From honour's laws. Ervira once deny'd 
A conloit's name, more ſwift than lightning flies, 
When elements diſcordant vex the ky, 
Shall bluſhing from the form the loves retire. 
Yet if the ſpecious wiſh the vulgar voice 
Has titled prudence, ſways a ſoul like thine, 
In gems or gol what proud Iberian dame 
Eclipſes me? nor paint the dreary ſtorms, 
Or hair-breadth ſcapes that haunt the boundleſs deep, 
And force from tender eyes the ſilent tear; 
When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 
In full contraſt, the ſafe domeſtic ſcene 
For theſe reſign'd. Beyond the frantic rage 
Of conq'ring heroes brave, the female mind, 
When ſteel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid way 
Beholds not danger, or beholding ſcorns. 
Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love.” 
She ceas'd, and ere his words her fate decreed, 
Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye: 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ſphere 
Sent looks of love, and faithleſs hopes inſpir'd. 
„% Forgive me, gen'rous maid, the youth return'd, 
If by thy accents charm'd, thus long | bore 
To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vain! 
Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
Of ſolid bliſs, or happieſt love beſtow. 
But ere from native ſhores I plough'd the main, 
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 
Alone endear'd, my plighted vows I gave; 
To guard my faith, whatever chance thould wait 
My warring ſword: if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil 
Grac'd my return, betore her fect to pour 
The glitt'ring treaſure, and the laurel wreath z 
Enjoying conqueſt then, and tame and ſpoil. 
If fortune frown'd adverſe; and death forbade 
The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 
To dwell on Meoway's aud Maria's name. 
This 
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This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my ſou] 

No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fir'd 

To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 

Her ſhall J leave, with fair events clate, 

Who crown'd my humbleſt fortune with her love? 
Her thall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud clitf, and chides my flow retarn ? 
And ſhall that veſſel, whoſe approaching ſail; 

Shall (well her breaſt with extaſies, convey 

Death to her hopes, and anguiſh to her ſoul ? 
No! may the deep my villain corſe devour, 

If all the wealth Ibcrian mines conceal, 

If all the charms [hertan maids diſcloſe, 

If thine, Ecvis\, thine uniting all! 

Thus far prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaf. 
Demand, what honour, faith, and love denies.“ 
Oh! happy ſhe, rejoin'd the penſive maid, 
Vho ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love! 

And be ſhe happy! thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 

Declares her worth, and vindicatcs her claim. 

Farewel, my luckleſs hopes, my fAait'ring dream: 

Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit, farew el! ! 

Yet, tond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 

That waits my fame, let not the random ſhaft 

Of cenſure pierce with me th' Iberian dames : 

They love with caution, and with happier ſtars. 

And oh! by pity mov'd, reftrain the taunts 

Of levity, nor rue J. . vika's flame; 

By merit rais'd; by gratitude approv'd; 

35 hope confirin d; with artleſs truth debe d; 

Lei, let me ſay, dur for one matchleſs maid 

Ot happier birth, with mutual ardour cro yn'd. 
T heſe radiant gems, which burnith bappincz, 

But mock FÞisfortune, to thy fav'rite's h ag 

With care convey, And well may ſuch adorn 

Her chcarful front, who finds in thee alone 

The ſource of ev'ry tranſpart; but diſgrace 

M: enkve breaſt, which doom'd to Ia'ti ng woe, 

In thee the ſource of ev'ry blits reſign. 
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And now farewel, thou darling youth! the gem 
Of Engiith merit! peace, content, and joy, 
And tender hopes, and young deſires, farewel ! 
Attend, ye liniling train, this gallant mind 
Back to his native thores; there ſweetly ſmooth 
His ev'ning pil.ow ; dance around his groves 
And, where he treads, with vi'lets paint his way. 
But leave Euvikat! leave her, now no more 
Your irail companion! in the ſacred cells 
Of tome lone cloiſter let me ſhroud my ſhame: 
"There, to the matin bell, obſequious, pour 
My conſtant oriſons. Ihe wanton loves, 
Aud gay defires ſnall ſpy the glim'ring tow'rs, 
And wing their flight a'oof: but reſt confirm'd, 
That never ſhall ELVIRA's tongue conclude 
Her ſhorteſt pray'r, cre Hex Rs dear ſucceſs 
The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” 

Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whole artleſs mind 
Impartial {corn'd to model her eſteem 
By native cuſtoms; dreſs, and face, and ait, 
And manners, leſs; nor yet refolv'd in vain. 
He, bound by prior loves, the folemn vow 
Giv'n und receiv'd, to foft compaſſion gave 
A tender tear; then with that kind adieu 
Fiteem could warrant, weary'd heav'n with pray'rs 
o ſhield that tender breaſt he left forlorn. 
He ceas'd, and to the cloiſter's per:five ſcene 
Evi ſhap'd ker folitary way 
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The SC HO OIL-MIS TRE Ss. 


In Imitation of SPENSER. 


Audite wices, wapitus & ingens, 
In fantumque anime flentes in limine primo, VI RG. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


—_—— 


E 


Vat particulars in Spenſer «vere imagined moſt proper 
for the author's imitation on this occaſion, are his 
language, is ſimplicity, his manner of deſcription, 
and a peculiar tenderneſs of ſentiment remarkatl le 
throughout his works. 


H me! full ſorely is my heart forlorn, 
To think how modett worth neglected lies; 

While partial fame doth with her blaſts adorn, 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp diſguite; 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize! 
Lend me thy clarion, goddeſs! let me try 
To ſound the praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 
Such as 1 oft have chaunced to eſpy, 

Loſt in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 


In ev'ry village mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
There dwells, in lowly ſhed, and mean ature, 
A matron old whom we {chool-miſtrets name; 
Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame; 
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentlels dame; 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent, 

For unkempt hair, or taik unconn'd are forcly ſhent. 
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And all in fight doth riſe a birchen tree, 

W hich learning near her little dome did ftowe ; 
Whilom a twig of {mall regard to fee, 

Io now fo wide its-waving branches flow; 

And work the {imple vaſſals mickle woe; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, 

But their limbs ſhuddei'd, and their pulſe beat low; 

And, as they look'd, they found their horror grew, 

\nd thap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 


do have I ſeen (who has not may conceive,) 

A liteleſs phantom near a garden plac'd ; 

do doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 

Of ſport, ot ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; 

They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt 
Sad ſervitude! fuch comfortleſs annoy 

May no bold Briton's riper age e'er taſte! 

Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy, 

Ne viſion empty, vain, his native bliſs deſtroy. 


Near to this dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay ; 
And at the door impris'ning board is feen, 
Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller fize ſhould ſtray ; 
Hager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day! 

Ihe noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 

Do learning's little tenement betray: 

Where fits the dame, diſguis'd in look profound, 
And eyes her fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 
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Her cap, far whiter than the driven ſnow, 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield: 

Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue I trowe, 

As is the hare- bell that adorns the held: 

And in her hand, for ſcepter, ſhe does wield 

T way birchen ſprays; with anxious fear entwin'd, 
With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repentance fill'd; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp affliction join'd, 

Ard fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement unkind, 
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Few but have ken'd in ſemblance meet pourtray'd, 

The childiſh faces of old Eor's train; 

Liss, NoTtus, AusTEek: theſe in frowns array'd, 

How then would fare or earth, or ſky, or main, 

Were the ſtern god to give his ſlaves the rein: 

And were not ſhe rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ſtatues to maintain, 

The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where comely peace of mind, and decent order dwell. 


A ruſſet ſtole was o'er her ſhoulders thrown ; 
A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 
'T'was ſimple reffet, but it was her own; _ 
Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair; 
Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, footh to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Thro' pious awe, did term it paſting rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, _ 

And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight on 

ground. 


Albeit ne flatt'ry did corrupt her truth, 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good woman, goſſip, n'aunt, torſooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear ; 
Yet theſe ſhe challeng'd, theſe ſhe held right dear: 
Ne would eſteem him act as mought behove, 
Who thould not honour'd eld with theſe revere : 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 

But there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen ſhe-took delight to feed, 

The plodding pattern of the buſy dame ; 
Which, ever and anon, impell'd by need, 

Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came g 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim: 
And, if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame; 
For well the knew, and quaintly could expound, 


What ſin it were to watte the ſmalleſt crumb ſhe 55 nd. 
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Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could ſpeak 
That in her garden fip'd the filv'ry dew ; 

Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gawdy ſtreak ; 
But herbs for uſe, and phyſick, not a ſew, 

Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew : 

The tutsed baſil, pun provoking thyme, 

Freth baum, and mary-gold of cheariul hue; 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 

And more I fain would ſing, diſdaining here to rhyme, 


Yet euphraſy may not be left unſung, 

That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh, biting ina tongue; 

And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reaper's wound; 
And mari'ram iwweet, in ſhepherch's poſie found 
And lavender wiofe ſpikes Hf azure bloom 

Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundles bound 

Jo lurk amidſt the labours of her loom, 


And crown her kerchiefs clean, with mickle rare per- 
fume. 


And here trim roſmarine, that whilom crown'd 
The daintieſt garden ot tte proudeit peer; 

Ere, driven from its envy'd fite, it found 

A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here ; 

Where e:iz'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
Oh waſſel davs; O cuſtoms meet and well! 

Ere this was baniſh'd from its loſty ſphere : 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 

Nor ever would {he more with thane and lordlingdwell. 


Here oft the dame, on ſabbath's decent eve, 

Hymned ſuch pſalms as STERNHOLD forth did mete, 

It winter 'twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave; 

But in her garden found a ſummer ſeat: 

Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 

How IsraeL's ſons, beneath a foreign king, 

While taunting toe men did a ſong intreat, 

All for the nonce, untuning ev'ry itring, 

Uphung their uſeleſs ly tes mall heart had they to ing. 
or 
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For the was juſt, and friend to virtuous lore, 

And paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And in thole elfins' ears would oft deplore 

The times when truth by popiſh rage did bleed ; 
And tortious death was true devotion's meed ; 
And ſimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 

That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
And lau ny ſaints in ſmould'ring flames did burn: 


Ah! deareſt Lord, fore fend, thilk days ſhould e'er return. 


In elbow chair, like that of ſcottiſh ſtem 

By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our ſovereign prince and liefeſt licge is plac'd, 
The matron ſate; and ſome with rank ſhe grac'd, 
(The ſource of children's and of courtier's pride !) 
Redreſs'd affronts, for vile affronts there paſs'd ; 
And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry ; 

To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe; 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 

And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe; 
And other ſome with baleful ſprig ſhe trays; 

Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd ſhe (ways ; 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their prank behold, 

'T will whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 


Lo now with ſtate ſhe utters the command! 

Eft ſoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 

Their books of ſtature ſmall they take in hand, 
Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 

To fave from finger wet the letters fair: 

The work ſo gay, that on their back is ſeen, 

St. GeoRGE's high atchievements does declare; 
On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 
Kens the forth coming rod, unpleaſing fight, I ween ? 


Al 
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Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 

Of evil ttar! it erks me whilſt I write! 

As erit the“ hard by MuLLa's filver ſtream, 

Oft. a: he to of deadly dolotous plight, 

Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. 

For brandiſhing the rod, the doth begin 

To lone the bregues, the ſtripling's late delight! 

And down the drop; appears bis dainty ſkin, 
Fair as the furry coat of whiteſt ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcen-! when from a nook obſcure, 

His little ſiſter doth his peril ſee: 

All playful as ſhe fate, he grows demure z 

She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee ; 

She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free: 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

(It gentle pardon could with dames agree) 

To her fad grief that ſwells in either eye, 
And wrings her fo that all for pity ſhe could dye. 


Nor longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command; 
And hardly ſhe forbears, thro' awful fear, 
To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 
To ſtay harſh juſtice in its mid career. 
On thee ſhe calls, on thee her parent dear! 
(Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow !) 
She fees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 
And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow; 

And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing woe. 


But ah! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 
The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 
The pallid hne that dyes his looks amain? _ 
The plenteous ſhow'r that does his cheek diſtain ? 
When he, in abject wiſe, implores the dame, 
Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain ; 
Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 
And throꝰ the thatch, his cries each falling ſtroke pro- 
claim. 
* SPENSER, The 
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T he other tribe, agaſt, with ſore diſmay, 

Attend, and conn their taſks with mickle care: 

By turns, eſtony'd, ev'ry twig ſurvey, 

And, from their fellows hatetul wounds, beware; 
Knowing, I witt, how each the ſame may ſhare; 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; 
Whence oft with ſugar'd cates ſhe doth them greet, 
And ginger-bread y-rare; now, certes, doubly ſwect! 


See to their ſeats thay hye with merry glee, 

And in beſeemly order fitten there; 

All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 

Abhorreth bench and ſtool, and forum, and chair ; 
(This hand in mouth y-fxed, that rends his hair ;) 
And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving breaſt, 
Convulfions intermitting! does declare 

His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuſt beheſt ; 
And ſcorns her offer'd love, and ſhuns to be careſs'd. 


His face beſprent with liquid chryſtal ſhines, 

His blooming, face that ſeems a purple flow'r, 
Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All ſmear'd and ſully'd by a vernal ſhow'r. 

O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pow'r ! 

All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 

All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour : 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r ſhallclaim, 
If ſo I deem aright, tranſcending worth and fame. 


Behind ſome door, in melancholy thought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitift! pines! 

Ne for his fellow's joyance careth aught, 

But to the wind all merriment reſigns; 

And deems it ſhame, if he to peace inclines 

And many a ſullen look aſcance is ſent, 

Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns ; 

And till the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 

The more doth he, perverſe, her haviour paſt reſent, 
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Ah me! how much I fear leſt pride it be! 

But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, 

Ye quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires : 

Ah! better far than all the muſes” lyres, 

All coward arts, is valour's gen'rous heat; 

The firm fixt breaſt which fit and right requires, 
Like VEENOx's patriot ſoul ! more juſily great 


Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow'ry falſe deceit. 


Yet nurs'd with ſkill, what dazzling fruits appear! 

Ev'n now ſagacious foreſight points to ſhow 

A little bench of heedleſs biſhops here, 

And there a chancellour in embryo, 

Or bard ſublime, if bard may e'er be ſo, 

As MiL,Tox,SHAKESPEZAR,names that ne'er ſhall die! 

Tho' now he crawl along the ground ſo low. 

Nor weeting how the muſe ſhou'd ſoar on high, 
Wiſheth, poor ſtarv'ling elf! his paper kite may fly. 


And this, perhaps, who cens'ring the deſign, 

Low lays the houſe which that of cards doth build, 

Shall Dexx1s be! if rigid fates incline, 

And many an epic to his rage ſhall yield; 

And many a poet quit th' Aonian field; 

And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appear, 

As he who now with Idainful fury thrill'd 

Surveys mine work; and levels many a ſneer, 
And furls his wrinklyfront,and cries,*W hat ſtuff is heres” 


But now Dax Proteus gains the middle ſkie, 

And liberty unbars her priſon-door ; 

And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 

And now the graſſy cirque han cover'd o'er 

With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 

A thouſand ways in wanton rings they run, 

Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore! 

For well may freedom, erſt ſo dearly won, 
Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the ſun. 


| Enjoy, 
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Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your ſportive trade ; 
And chaſe gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs, 
For when my bones in graſs-green ſods are laid; 
For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 

In knightly caſtles, or in ladies bow'rs. 

O vain to ſeck delight in earthly things! 

But moſt in courts where proud ambition tow'rs ; 
Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can ſpring 


Beneath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 


Dee in each ſprite ſome various bent appear ! 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 

'T hoſe ſaunt'ring on the green, with jocund leer 
Salute the ſtranger paſling on his way; 

Some builden fragile tenements of clay ; 

Some to the ſtanding lakes their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth at duck and drake to play ; 
'Thilk to the huxter's ſav'ry cottage tend, 


In paſtry kings and queens th' allotted mite to ſpend, 


Here, as each ſeaſon yields a different ſtore, 
Each ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 

Galling full fore the unmoney'd wight, are ſeen ; 
And gooſe- b' rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 

And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, 

Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice, I ween : 

O may no wight e'er pennyleſs come there, 


Left ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care ; 


See! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread ſo white in tempting poſies ty'd, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maids their glances round, 


With pamper'd look draw little eyes aſide ; 
And muſt be bought, tho' penury betide. 


The plum all azure, and the nut all brown, 
And here each ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 
Whoſe honour'd names th' inventive city own, 


Rend'ring thro'Britain's iſleSaLoe14's praiſes known. ® 


Admir'd 
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Admir'd SsLorix! that with venial pride 

Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 

Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings brave : 
Ah! midſt the reſt may flowers adorn his grave, 
Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates difplay ! 

A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 

Who chearleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray : 


Till reaſon's morn àiſe, and light them on their way. 
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